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INTRODUCTION. 


I- BEGG AR, PLAYER. 
BEGG AR. 


1- 
| 17 Poverty be a Title to Poetry, I'm ſure. No · body 
ö can diſpute mine. I own myſelf of the Company of 

Beggars; and I make one at their Weekly Feſtivals at 
St. Giles's I have a ſmall yearly Sallary for my Catches, 
and am welcome to a Dinner there whenever I pleaſe, 
which is more than moſt Poets can ſay. 

Player. As we live by the Muſes, tis but Gratitude in 
us to encourage Poetical Merit where-ever we find it. 
The Muſes, contrary to all other Ladies, pay no Diſ- 
tinction to Dreſs, and never partially miſtake the Pert- 
neſs of Embroidery for Wit, nor the Modeſty of Want 
for Dullneſs. Be the Author who he will, we puſh his 
Play as far as it will go. So (though you are in want) 
I wiſh you Succeſs heartily. 

Beggar, This Piece, I own, was originally writ for the 
celebrating the Marriage of James Charnter and A.oll Lay, 
two moſt excellent Ballad-ſingers.. I have introduced the 
dimilies that are in all your celebrated Opera's : The Swal- 
low, the 41h, the Bee, the Ship, the Floxer, &c, Beſides, 
T have a Priſon Scene, which the Ladies always reckon 
charmingly pathetick. As to the Parts, I have obſery- 
ed ſuch a nice Impartiality to our two Ladies, that it 1s 
impoſſible for either of them to take Offence. I hope 1 
may be forgiven, that I have not made my Opera through- 
out unnatur.l, like thoſe in vogue, for J have no Reci- 
tative: Excepting this, us I have conſented to have nei- 
ther Prologue nor Epilogue, it muſt be allowed an Opera 
in all its Forms. The Piece indeed hath been hereto- 
fore frequently repreſented by our ſelves in our Great 
Room at St. Giles's ; ſo that I cannot too often acknow - ' 
ledge your Charity in bringing it now on the Stage. 

Player. But I ſee 'tis time for us to withdraw; the 
Actors are preparing to begin. Play away the Ouver- 

| [ Exexnt 


ture, , 
A 2 The 


| 


———— — —2— ,. —iH.—.,.ſnôt 


The Beggars Opera. 
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ACT I. Scrws I. 


Sexnz Penchnm's Houſe. 
Fe: chum {iting at a Table with a large Book of Ateounts 
before him. 


AIR TIT. An old Woman clothed in Grey, O. 


T Hub all the Fmployments of Life 
Fach Neieſbeur aliſes his Brether ; 
Whore and Reeue thry call El-5band and Wife i 
All ProfeſFons le remue one anctter t 
e Fre cal ihe Lawyers Ch eaf 
Je Lawyer Le knaves the Divine: 
And the Stateſman tecauſe be ſo great, 
Thinks his Trade as Loneft as mine. 


A Lawyer is an honeſt Employment, ſo is mine. Lib 
me too he acts in a double Capacity, both againſt 
Rogues and for em; for 'tis but fitting that we ſhould 
3 rotect and encourage Cheats, ſince we live by them, 


Ccxns II. 


Nick. Sir, Black ulli hath ſent word her Trial comes 
en in the, Afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order 
matters ſp as to bring her off. | 

Peach. Why ſhe may plead her Belly at worſt; to 
my Knowledge ſhe has taken care of that Security, 


But as the Wench is very active and induftrious, you 
may ſatisfy her that I'll ſoften the Evidence. 

Filch. Tem Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 

Peach. A lazy Dog | When I took him the Time be 
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did = 
men 
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mend his Hand. This is Death without Repriere. I may 
venture to book him. [writes] For Tom Gag forty 
Pounds. Let ” know, that 1'll ſave her from 
s 8 Tranſportation ; for I can get more by her ſlaying in 
f Eyoland. | 
 Fil-b. Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock 
to year than any five of the Gang: and in truth, it Is 
Pity to loſe ſo good a Cuſtomer. 
S 1 Peach. If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may in 
the common courſe of Buſineſs, live a Twelve-month 
— longer. I love to let women *ſcape. A good Sportſman 
ways lets the Hen-Partridges fly, becauſe the Freed of 
the Game depends upon them. Beſides here, the Law, 
allows us no Reward ; there is nothing to be got by the 
Death cf Women—except our Wives. 
ts Fil-b. M ithour diſpute, the is a fine Woman! *Twas: 
to her I was o'liged for my Education, and (to ſay a 
bold Word) ſhe has train'd up more young Fellows to the 
Buſineſs than the Gaming table. | 
Peach, Truly, Elb, thy Obſervation is right. We 
and the Surgeons are more bcholden to Women than all 
the Profeſſions beſi es, 


AIR II. The bony grey-ey'd Morn, Ec. 


Filch. Ji oman that ſeduces all Vankind, 
By her we firſt <vere taueli the wheevling Art; : 
Fier very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe g kind, 
She tricks us of our Money <vith our Hearts 


o 


* For ler, like Ii olpes, by Night <ve roam for Prey. 
Rt And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Ci arms; 
d . For Suits of Love, like Lay, are cen by Pay, 


and Beauty muſt be fee d into our Arms. 


Peach. Put make hafle to Newgate, Boy, and let my 
Friends know what I intend * tor | love to make them 


es caſy one way or other. 

r Hub. When a Gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, . 
Penitence may break his Spirit ever after. Beſides; Cer - 

o tainty gives a Man a good Air upon his Trial, and wakes: 

v. him riſque another without Fear or Scrup'e. But III. 

u away ; for 'tis a Pleaſure to be the Mefſenger of Com- 
fort to Friends in Affliction. 
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ScENx III. 


Peach But tis now high time to look about me for a 
decent Execution againſt next Seffions, I hate a lazy 
Rogue by whom ore can get nothing, till he is harg'd. 
A Regiſter of the Gang. [reading.) Crook finger'd Jack. 
A year and a half in the Service; let me ſee how much 
the Stock owes to his Induſtry ; one, two, three, four, 
five Gold Watches, and ſeven filver ones A mighty 
clean handed Fellow ! Sixteen Snuff Boxes, five of them 
of true Gold. Six Dozen of Handkerchiefs, four filver- 
hilred Swords, half a Dozen of Shirts, three Tye Perri- 
wigs, and a Piece of Broad Cloth. Conſide ring theſe are 
only the Fruits of his Leifure Hours, I don't know a 

rettier Fellow; for no Man alive hath a more engaging 

reſence of Mind upon the Road, at [reary, alia brown 
Vill, an irregular Dog, who hath an underhand way of 
diſpoſing of his Goods, I'il try him only for a Seſſions or 
two longer upon his good behaviour. Harry Paddington 
a poor, petty larceny raic.l, without the leaſt Genius; 
that Fellow, though he were to live theſe fix Months, 
will never come to the Gallows with any Credit, Slippery 


Sam, he goes off the next Seſſions, for the Villain hath 


the Impudence to have Views of following his Trade as 
« Taylor, which he calls an honeſt Employment. Aat 
ef the Am; liſted not above a Month ago, a promiſing 
ſturdy Fellow, and diligent in his way; ſomewhat too 
bold and hafty, and may raiſe good Contributions on the 
Publick, if he does not cut himfelf ſhort by Murder. Tom 
7 ipple, a guzz ling ſoaking Sot, who is always too drunk 
ro ſtand himſelf, or to make others ſtand. A Cart is 
abſolutely ne eſſiry for him. Robin of Bagſhot, alias Gor- 
gen, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbimcle, alias Bob Booty. 


Sci IV. 


Peachum, M.. Peachum. 
Mrs Peacbum What of Bob Booty, Husband ? I hope 


nothing bad hath betided him. You know, my Dear, he's 


4 favourite Cuſtomer of mine. T was he made me a Pre- 

tent of this Ring. 

Peach. J have ſet his Name down in the Black Lift, 

that's all; my Lear; he ſpends his Life among Women, 

and us ſoon as his Money is gone, one or other —_ 
ies 
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Ladies will hang him ſor the Reward, and there's forty 


Founds loſt to us for ever. a 


Mrs. Peach. You know, my Dear, I never meddle in 


matters of Death; | always leave thoſe Affairs to you. 
Women indced are bitter bad Judges in theſe Caſes; for 
they are ſo partial tothe Brave, that they think every Man 
handſome who is going to the Camp or the Gallows. 
AIR III. Cold and Raw, &. 
If any li ene Venus“ Girdle cer, 
Theugh ſhe be never fo naly; 
Lillies and Reſes «vill quickly at tear, 
Ard ber Face lot wwmnd rous ſmug ly. 
Beneath the left Kar ſo fit but a Cord, 
(Rope fo charming a Zone is) 
The Jeu hb m Vis Cart ) ath t'e iy of a Lord, 
And cue cry, there des an Adonis! 


Rat really, Eusband, vcu ſould not be too hard hearted ; 
for you never had a firer braver ſet of Men than at pre- 
ſent, We have not had a Murder amongſt them all, theſe 
ſeven Months, and truly, my dear, that is a great 
Bleſſing. 2 — 

Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always Whip p- 
ring about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever look'd 
upon the worſe for killing a Man in hs own Defence ; 
and if Buſinefs cannot be carried on without it, whar 
would you have a Gentleman do ? 

Mrs. Peach. If Tam in the wrong, my Dear, von 
muſt excuſe me, for Nobody can help the Frailty of an 
over-ſcrupulous Conſrience. 

Peach. Murder is os faſhionable a Crime as a Man om 
be guilty of. How many fine Gentlemen have we in Neww- 
gate every Year purely upon that Article! if they have 
wherewithal to perſuade the Jury to bring it in Man- 
ſlaughrer, what are they the worſe. for't ? So, my Dear, 
have done upon this Subject. Was Captain A/acheath here 
this Morning, for the Bank-Notes he left with you 
laſt Week ? | | 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my Dear; and though the Bank 
hath ftopt Payment, he was ſo chearful and fo agreeable! 
Sure there is not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than 
the Caprain ! If he comes from Hao ſhot at any reaſonab'e 
Hour, he hath promifed to make one this Evening with 

Polly 


— 


— — 
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HE JEGGAR'S, PLRA. ; 


Polly and me, and Bob Buy gat a Party of Quadrille 
Pray, my Dear, is the Captain rich 
| Peach Th 


e Captain keeps too good Company cver to 

row rich, 4 rybene ard the Chocolate Houſes are his 
Undoing, The Man that propoſes to get Money by Play, 
ſhould have the Education of a fine Gentleman, and be 
trained up to ir from his Youth. | | : 
Mrs. Peach. Realty I am ſorry, upon Polly's Account, 


the Captain hath not more Diſcretion, What Buſineſs 


hath he to keep Company with Lords and Centlemen ; 
he ſhould leave them to-prey upon one another, 
Peach. Upon Pclly's Account? what a Plague does the 
Woman mean ?—Upon Polly's Account. | 
Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl. 
Peach. And what then ? EY 
Mrs Peach. If T have any Skill in the Ways of Wo- 
men, I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man. 
Peach. And what then? you would not be ſo mad to 
have the Wench marry him ! Gamefters and Highway- 
men are generally very good to their Whores, but they 
are very Devils to their Wives. | 
Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love, how ſhould 
we help her, or how,can ſhe help herſelf? Poor Girl, 
I am in the utmoſt Concern about her. 
AIR IV. Why is your faithful Slave diſdain'd, &c, 
If Lnue the Virgin's Heart invade, 
How like a Hoth, the ſimple Maid. 
Still plays about the Flame ! 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a Wife, 
Her Honour's ftain'd, and then for Life, 
She's what I dare nat name. | 
Peach. Look ye, Wife, a handſome Wench in our 
way of Buſineſs is as profitable, as at the Bar of a 7emph 
Coffee Houſe, who looks upon it as her Livelyhood to 
rant every Liberty but one. You ſee I would indulge 
he Girl as far as prudently we can. In any thing, but 
Marriage ! After that, my Dear, how ſhall we be ſafe ? 
Are we not then in her Husband's Power ? For a Huſ- 
band hath the abſolute Power over all a Wife's Secrets, 
but her own. If the Girl had the Diſcretion ofa Court 


ILedy, who can have a Dozch young Fellows at her Ear 


without complying with one, | ſhould not matter it, but 


Polly 
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Polly is Tinder, and a Spark will at once ſet her on 2 
Flame. Married! If the Wench does not know her own 
Profit, ſure ſhe knows her Pleaſure better than to make 
herſelf a Property ! my Daughter, to me, ſhould be like 
a Court Lady to a Miniſter of State, a Key to the whole 
Gang. Married! If the Affair is not already done, III 
terrify her from it by the Example of ker Neighbours. 
Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my Dear, you may wyure the 
Girl. She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſt. 
Peach, But tis your Duty, my Dear, to warn the Girl 
againft her Ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt 
of her Beauty. I'll go to her this Moment, and fift her. 
In the mean time, Wife, rip out the Coronets and Marks 
of theſe Dozen of Cambrick Handkerchiefs; for I can 
diſpoſe of them this Afternoon to a Chap in the City. 


SckxI V. 


Mrs. Peachum. 

Never was a Man more out of the Way in an Argu- 
ment than my Husband Why mult our Py, forſooth, 
differ from her Sex, and love only her Husbangd { And 
why muſt Polly's Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, 
make her the leſs followed by other Men ? All Menare 
Thieves in Love, and, like a Woman the better for ba- 
ing another's Property. 

AIR V. Of all the ſimple Things we do, & 
A Maid is like the Golden Ore, 
Which both Guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 
It is try'd and impreſi d in the Mint. 
A Wife's likes a Guinea in Gold, 
Stamp*d with the Name of a Spouſe : 
Now here, now there; is bought or is ſold, 
And is current in every Houſe. 


Scans VI. 


| Ars. Peachum, Fitch. 
Mrs. Peach. Come hither, PFlcb, I am as fond of this 
Ci. ild, as tho* my Mind miſgave me he were my own, 


He hath as fine a Hand at picking a Pocket as a Woman. 
and 
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und is as nimble r'd as a ſuggler. If an unluck 
Seſſions does not 5 Rope * hy Life, I — 


Boy, thou wilt be a great Man in Hiſtory. Where was 
your Poſt, laſt Night, my Boy? 
Aub. I ply'd at the Opera, Madam; and, conſidering 
it was neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
Hurry in getting Chairs or Coaches, made a tolerable 
Hand on't. Theſe ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee. They are of ſure 
Sale from our Warehouſe at Redriff among the Seamen. 

Filch, And this Snuff-box. | | 
Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement 
this, to a young Beginner. | 

Filch. I had a fair Tug at a charming Gold Watch. 
Pox take the Taylors for making the Fobs ſo deep and 
narrow ! It ſtuck by the Way, and I was forc'd to make 
my Eſcape under a Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I 
ſhall be cut off in the Flower of my Youth, ſo that every 
now and then (ſince I was pumpt) I have Thoughts of 
taking up, and going to Sea. 
Mrs. Peach Y ou ſhould go to Hockley in the Hole, and to 
Marybone, Child, to learn Valour. Theſe are the Schools 
that have bred ſo many hrave Men. I thought, Boy, by 
this Time thou had joſt Fear as well as Shame. Poor 
Lad! how little does he know as yet of the Old Bay! For 
the firſt Fact Il inſure thee. from being hang'd ; and pgo- 
ing to Sea, Hſcb, will come Time enough upon a Sentence 
of Tranſportation. But now fince you have nothing better 
to do, eien go to your Book, and learn your Catechiſm, 
for really a Man makes but an ill figure in the Ordinary's 
Paper, who cannot give a ſatisfactory Anſwer to his Queſ- 
tions. But hark you. my Lad. Don't tell me a Lye; 
for you know I hate a Lyar. Do you know any thing 
that hath paſt between.Captain Macheath, and our Polly ? 

Filch | be you, Madam, don't ask me; for I muſt 
either tell a Lye to you, or to Miſs Polly; for I promis'd 
her I would not tell. | | 

Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is 

File. I ſhall lead a fad Life with Miſs Polly, it ever ſhe 
come to know that I told you. Beſides, I would not wil- 
lingly forfeit my own Honour by betraying any _— 

| Irs, 
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Mrs. Peach. Vonder comes my Husband and Polly. 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own Room, 
and tell me the whole Story. I'll give thee a Glaſs of a 
moſt delicious Cordial that I keep for my own drinking, 


ScENERE VII. 


Peachum, Polly. 

Polly I know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to 
make the moſt of myſelf and of = Man too. A Wo- 
man kro+s how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath ne- 
ver been at a Court or at an Aſſembly. We have it in our 
Nutures, Papa, If I allow Captain JLacheath ſome 
trifling Liberties, I have this Watch, and other 
viſible Marks of his Favour to ſhew for it. A Girl, who 
canrot grant ſome Things, and refuſe what is moſt ma- 
terial, will make but a poor Hand of her Beauty, and 
ſoon be thrown upon the Common, 


AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhew how much Ilove her, 
Virgins are like the fr Fiower in its Luftre, 
Whi h in the Garden enamels the Ground ; 
Near it the Bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterſties frolick around 
But when once pluc d, tis no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garcen tis ſent, (as yet ſcucet 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſs all Ing 3 
Rota, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Fees. 
Peach. You know, Poly, I am not againſt your toying 
and triffling with a Cuſtomer in the way of Buſineſs, or 
to get out a Secret or ſo But if I find out that you have 


play*d the Fool, and are married, you Jade you, I'll cut 


your Throat, Huſſy. Now you know my Mind. 
Scens VIII. 
peachum, Polly, A. Peachum, 
AIR VII. Oh London is a fipe Town. 
Mrs. Peachum, in a Mat Lies Paſhgn, 


Our Polly is a ſad Nut! nor heeds what we have tangle ber, 
I wonder in alive <vould ever rear a Daughter | 
de 
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And when, ſhe's dreſt with Care and Coft, all tempting, fans, 


and gay, 
As Men ould ; <4 a Cucumber, ſhe flings berſelf atvay. 
Our Polly is a ſad Slut, &c. 
You Baggage! you Huſſy you inconfiderate Jade] had 
you been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that 


might have been your Misfortune ; but to do ſuch a mad 


thing by Choice! ſhe Wench is married, Husband 


Peach. Married! The Captain is a bold Man, and will 
riſque any thing for Money; to be ſure he believes her 


a Fortune. Do you think your Mother and I ſhould have 
liv'd comfortable fo long together, if ever we had been 
married, you Baggage ! | 
Mrs Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud Slut; and 
now the Wench has play'd the Fool and married forſooth, 
becauſe ſhe would be like the Gentry. Can you ſupport 
the Expence of a Husband, Huſſy, in Gaming, Drinking, 
and Whoring ? Have you Money enough to carry on the 


daily Quarrels of Man and Wife about who ſhall ſquander 


moſt ? There are not many Husbands and Wives, who can 
bear the Charges of plaguing one another in a handſome 
way. If you muſt be married, could you introduce no- 
body into our Family, but a Highwayman ? Why thou 
ſooliſh Jade, thou wilt be as ill us'd, and as much ne- 
gle&ed; as if thou hadſt married a Lord. | 

. Peach. Let not your Anger, my Dear, break through 
the Rules of Decency, for the Captain looks upon himſelf 
in the Military Capacity, as a Gemleman by his Proſeſſi- 
on, Beſides what he hath already, I know he is in a fair 
way of getting, or of dying; and both theſe ways, let 
me tell you, are moſt excellent Chances for a Wife. 
Tell me, Huſſy, are you ruin'd or no ? 

Mrs. Peach. 1 a iy Fortune, ſhe moe very well 

have gone off to a Perſon of diſtinction. Yes, that you 
might, you pouting Slut ! 


each. What is the Wench dumb ? Speak, or I'll 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an Anſwer from you. 
Are you really bound Wiſe to him, or are you only 
upon _ | * [ Pinches ber. 

Polly. 11 FA ; [Screaming . 
Mrs. Peach. How the Mother is to be pitied who hath 
kandſome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and Lectures 


of 
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of Morality are nothing to them: They break through 
them all. They have as much pleaſure in cheating a 
Father and Mother, as in cheating at Cards. 

Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall foon know if you are marri- 
ed, by Macheath's keeping from our Houſe, 


AIR VIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, &:. 
Polly. Cay Love be contral'd by Advice ? 
Will Cupid our Mothers obey ? 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At bis Flame it muft have melted away. 
When be kiſs'd me ſo cloſely he preſt, 
Tas fo ſcueet that I muſt have comply d, 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and bef 
To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 
Mrs. Peach. Then the Hopes of our Family arc 
gone for ever and ever 
Peach, And Macheath may hang his Father and Mother- 
n-law, in hope to get into their Daughter's Fortune. 
Pol. I did not marry him (as *tis the Faſhion) cooly 
and deliberately for Honour or Money. Burt I love him. 
Mrs. Peach. Love him ! worſe and worſe ! I thought 
the Girl had been better bred. Oh Husband, Husband 
her Folly makes me mad! my Head ſwims ! I'm diftract- 
ed! I can't ſupport myſel. . Oh [ Faints. 
Peach See, Wench, to what a Condition you have re- 
duced your poor Mother! à Glaſs of Cordial, this In- 
ſtant. How the poor Woman takes it to Heart! 
[Polly goes ont and returns with it. 
Ah, Huſſy, now this is the only Comfort your Mother 
has left ! 

Pol. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mamma drinks 
double the Quantity whenever ſhe's out of Order. This, 
you ſee fetches her. 

Mrs Peach. The Girl ſhews ſuch a readineſs, and fo 


much Concern, that I could almoſt find in my Heart to 


forgive her. 


AIR XI. O Ferry, O Ferry, where haſt thou been. 


O Polly, you might have toy'd and Hi -d, 
By keepivg Men off, you keep them on, 
Polly. But he ſo teaz'd me, 
| And he ſo pleas'd me, 
What I did you muſt have done. 
| B Mrs. 
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Mrs Peach. Not with a High wayman — Vou ſorry Slut! 

Peach. A Word with you, Wife, "Tis no new thing 
for a Wench to take Man without Conſent of Parents, 
You know tis the Frailty of Woman, my Dear. 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the Sex is frail. But the 
firſt time a Woman is frail, ſhe would be ſomewhat nice 
methinks, for then or never is the time to make her For- 
tune. After that ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard her- 
ſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do what ſhe pleaſes. 

Peach, Make yourſelf a little eaſy ; I have a Thought 
all ſoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why ſo melan- 
choly, Polly? fince what is.done, cannot be undone, we 
muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 

Mrs. Peach. Well, Pelly ; as far as one Woman can 
forgive another, I forgive thee, —— Your Father is, too 
fond of you, Huſly. | 

Pol. Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 

Mrs. Peach, A mighty likely Speech, 'in troth, for a 
Wench who is juſt married. "0 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, c, 
Polly. 7, lite a Ship in Storms, «cas toft ; 
Yet afraid to put into Land; | 
For ſcix d in the Port, the Veſſel's loſt, 
Wheſe Treaſure is contraband ; 
The Waves are laid, 
My Duty's paid, 
O Foy beyond Expreſſion ] 
Jus ſafe à fhore, 
Jai ne more, 


Ay All is in my Poſſeſſion. 


Peach, I hear Cuſtomers in t'other Room; go talk with 
*em Pelh; but come to us again, as ſoon as they are gone- 
hut hark ye, Child, if 'tis the Gentleman who was 
here Yeſterday about the repeating Watch ; ſay, you be- 
Jieve we can't get intelligence of it *till ro-morrow, For 
F lent it to Suky Straddle, to make a Figure with it to night 
at a Tavern in Pray Lane. If t'other Gentleman calls 
for the Silver hilted Sword, you know Bettle-brow'd 
emmy heth-it on, and ke doth not come from Tunbridge 
"Hill Tucſday Night; ſo that it cannot be had till then. 

| ey SCENE 


S.CT — 


rene 
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Scent IX. 
Peachum, and . Peachum. 

Peach. Pear Wife, be a little pacified, Don't let your 
Paſſion run away with your Senſes, Polly, I grant you, 
has done a raſh thing. 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had only had an Intrigue with the 
Fellow, why the very beſt Families have excns'd and 
huddled up a Frailty of that Sort. Tis Marriage, Huſ- 
band, that makes it a Blemiſh, 

Peach. But Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Eartb 
for Reputations, there is not a Spot or a Stain but what ir 
can take out. A rich Rogue now-a-days, is fit Company 
for any Genticman ; and the World, my Dear, hath nor 
ſuch a Contempt for Roguery, as you imagine I tell you, 
Wife, I can make this Match turn to our Advantage. 

Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, Husband, that Cap- 
tain Mackeath is worth Money, but I am in doubt whe- 
ther he hath not two or three Wives already, and then if 
he ſhould die in a Seſſion or two, Polly's Dower would 
come into Diſpute 

Peach. That, indeed, is a Point which ought to be 
conſider'd. 


AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir, 
A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Your Daughter #ob your Cheſt, Sir, 
Your Wife may fleal your Reft, Sir, 
A Thief your Goods and Plate. 
But this is all but picking, 
Il ith Reſt,” Pence, Cheſt, and Clicken ; 
It ever was decreed, Sir, 
If Lawyer's Hand is feed, Sy, 
Hie fieals your whole Eſt ate, 
The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in our Way, 
They don't care that any body ſhould get a dandeftine 
Livelihood but themſelves, 


SCENE X. 


Mrs, Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 
Pol. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a 


Damask Window Curtain, a Hoop Petticoat, a Pair of 


B 2 Sil- 
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Silver Candleſticks, a Perriwig, and one Silk Stocking, 
from the Fire that happened laſt Night. 

Peach. There is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his 
way, and ſaves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned. 
But now, Polly, to your Affairs, for Matters muſt not 
te left as they are. You are married then, it ſeems ? 

Pol. Yes, Sir. * 

Teach. And how do ycu propoſe to live Child? 

Pol. Like other Women, Sir, upon the Induſtry of 
my Husb and. 

Mrs, Peach What is the Wench turn'd Fool? A 
Highwayman's Wife, like a Soldicr's, hath as little of 
his Pay as of his Company. 

Peach. And had not you the common Views of a 
Gemilewoman in your Marriage, Polly? 

Pol. I don't know what you mean, Sir. 

Peach, Of a Tointure, and of being a Widow. 

Fly. But I-love him, Sir, how then could I have 
Thoughts of parting with him? 

Peach. Parting with him! Why, that is the whole 
©cheme and Intention of all Marriage-Articles. The 
comfortable Eſtate of Widow- hood, is the only hope that 
keeps wp a Wife's Spirits, Where is the Woman who 

cruple to be a Wife, if ſhe had it in her Power to 
be a Widow whenever ſhe pleas'd ? If you have an 
Views of this ſort, Polly, I ſhall think the Match not ſo 
very unreaſonable. FX 

Fol. How I dread to hear your Advice! Yet I muſt 
beg you'to explain yourſelf. 

Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the 
next Seſſions, and thenat once you are made a rich Widow. 

Pol. What, murder the Man I love! the Blood runs 
cold at my Heart with the very Thought of it. * 

Peach. Fie, Polly! What hath Murder to do in the 
Affair? Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, | dare 
ſay the Captain himſelf would like that we ſhould get the 
Keward for his Death ſooner than a Stranger. Why, 
Polly, the Captain knows, that as tis his Employment to 
rob, ſo 'tis our's to take Robbers; every Man in his 
Buſineſs: So that there is no Malice in the Caſe. 

Mrs. Peach. Ay, Husband, now you have nick'd the 


Matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could 


ever make me forgive her. 
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AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 


Polly. Oh ponder <vell ! be not ſevere ; 
& ſave a curetehed Wife ! 
For on the Rope that hanss my dear, 
Depends poor Polly*'s Life. 

Mrs, Peach. But your Duty to your Parents, Huſſy, 
obliges you to hang him. What would many a Wife 
give for ſuch an Opportunity ! 

Po]. What is a ſointure ? what is Widow-hood to 
me: Know my Heart. I cannot ſurvive him, 


AIR XIII. Le printems rapelle aux armes. 
The Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, 
Her Lover dying, 
The Turtle thus with plaintive Cryirg, 
Laments ber Dove. : 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with SinhinT, 
Pair'd in Ds! as 2 in Lore. 
Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mrs. Peach. What is the Fool in love in earneſt then? 
J hate thee for being particular; why, Wench, thou 
art a Shame to thy very Sex. . 
Pol. But hear me, Mother, If you ever lov'd— 
Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed Play-Books ſhe reads have 
been her Ruin. One word more, Huſſy, and I ſhall 
knock your Brains out, if you have any. 
Peach, Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of Miſ- 
chief, and conſider what is propos'd to you. 


Mrs, Peach. Away, Huſſy, hang your Husband, 
and be dutiful. 


Scexns XI, 


Peachum, 4s. Peachum. [Polly n. 

Mrs. Peach. The Thing, Husband, mult and ſhall be 
done. For the ſake of Intelligence we muſt take other 
Methods, and have him peach'd the next Seſſions with- 
out her Conſent, If ſhe will not know her Dpty we 
know ours. 

Peach, But really, my Dear, it prieves one's Heart to 
ake off a great Man. When I conſider his perſonal 
Bravery, his fine Stratagems, how much we have al- 

B 3 ready 
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ready got by him, and how much more we may get, me- 
thinks I can't find in my Heart to have a Hand in his 
Death. I wiſh you could have made Polly undertake it. 

Mrs, Peach. But in a Caſe pf Neceflity—our own 
Lives are in danger. 

Peach, Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the Cuſ- 
tom of the World, and make Gratirude give way to In- 
tereſt. — He ſhall be taken off. 

Mrs. Peach. 1'll undertake to manage Polly. 

Teach. And I'll prepare Matters for the Old Badly. 


Scxwnx. XII. 


f Polly. 

Now I'm a Wretch, indeed, —Methioks I ſee him al- 
ready inthe Cart, ſweeter and more loyely than the Noſe- 
gay in his Fand I hear the Croud extolling his Re- 
ſolution and Intrepedity — What Vollies of Sighs are 
ſent from the Windows of Holbourn, that ſo comely a 
Youth ſhould be brought to Diſgrace I] fee him at the 
Tree ? The whole Circle are in Tears Even Butchers 
weep! — Pack Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform his 
Duty, and would be glad to loſe his Fee, by a Reprieve . 
What then will become of Polly !—As yet I may inform 


him of their Veſign, and aid him in his Efcape—lIr ſhall 


be ſo — Hut then he flies, abſents himſelf, and I bar 
myſelf from his dear dear Converſation! That will diſtract 
me. If he keep out of the way, my Papa and Mamma 


may in time relent, and we may be happy lf he ſtays he 


1+ hang'd, and then he is loſt for ever !—He intended to 
lie cotceal'd in my Room, *till the Dusk of the Evening: 
If they're abroad I'iFthis Inftant let him out, left forre 
Accident ſhould prevent him. [ Exit, and returns. 


Scixxt XIII. 


Polly, Machcath. 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot ſay == 
Mach, Pretty Polly, 
* en 1 —3 4.4 
Did your Faxcy never ſtray, 
To ſeme newer Lover? | # 
| Polly 
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Polly. If ithout Diſguiſe, 
Heaving Sighs, 
Doating Eyes, 
Ay conſt arit Heart diſecver. 
Tondly let me loll l 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Poll. 

Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my Dear ? 

Mach. Suſpect my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpect any 
thing but Love. — May my Piſtols mis Fire, and my 
Mare ſlip her Shoulder while J am purſu'd, if ever 1 
forſake thee !' 

Pol. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt you, 
for | find in the Romance you lent me, none of the 
great Heroes were ever falſe in Love. 

AIR XV. Pray, Fair One, be kind 
Mach.) AMy Heart was ſo free, 
1 2 like — 
Jill Po aſſion requited ; 
J. [o'd An, * N 
I chang'd ev'ry Hour, 
But here er Flower is united. 

PI. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, ſure my 
Dear, you could not leave me behind you could you:? 

Aach. Is there any Power and Force that could tear 
me from thee? Y ou might ſooner tear a Penſion out of the 
Hards of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Wo- 
man from a Looking-glaſs,or any Womanfrom Quadrille. 
hut to tear me from thee is iwpoſhb!e, 


AIR XVI. Over the Hills and far away, 


Mere I laid on Greenland's Caaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs ; 
Warm amidſt eternal Boſt, 
Too foon the Half Year's Night would paſs. 
Polly. Here I fold on Indian Soil, 
Soon as the burning Day was clis'd, 
I could mock the ſultry Toll, 
When on my Gharmer's Breaſt repos'd, 
Mach. And I evould love you all the Day, 
Polly. Every Nigbt would kiſs and play, 
Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray, 
Polly. Over the Hills and far away. Pell 
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Pol. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh !—how ſhall 
I ſpeak it ? I muſt be torn from thee, We mutt part. 

Mach. How ! part ! 

Pol. We muſt, we muſt. — My Papa and Mamma are 
ſet againſt thy Life. They now, even now are in ſearch 
after thee. They are * Evidence againſt thee: 
Thy Life depends upon a Moment. 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing, 

O what pain it is to part 
Can J 14 thee, wy leave thee ? 

O what pou it is to part 

Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 

ork; # Death my Love ſhould thwart, 

And bring thee to the fatal Cart, | 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding Heart! 

Eh bence, and let me leave thee, 


One Kiſs and then—one K iſs - be gone —-farewel. | 

Mach. My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is ſo riveted 
to thine, that I cannot unlooſe my Hold, 

Pol. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then] ſhould 
loſethe very glimmering of Hope. A few weeks, perhaps, 
may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly hear from thee ? 

Hach Muſt I then go? | 

Pol. And will not Abſence change your Love! 

Mach If you doubt it, let me ſtay —and be hang'd. 

Pol. O how I fear! how 1 tremble ! Go 
but when ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to 
ſee me again; for till then Polly is wretched. 


AIR XVIII. O the Broom, c. 


Mach, The Mifer thus a Shilling ſees, [Parting and looking 
Which he's oblig'd to pay, back at each other 
With Sighs reſigns it by degrees, with Fondneſs, he at 
And fears tis gone for ay. 2 Door, ſhe at the 
5 Ge Other. 


Polly. The Bey, thus, when bis Sparrow's floun, 
q he, Bird in ſilence eyes; 
But ſoon as ont of Sight tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 


ACT 


| 
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ACT II. Scene I. 
A Tavern near Newgate. 


| ſemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger'd Jack, Wat Dreary, 


Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Paddington. 
Mat of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reſt of the Gang 
at the Table, with M ine, Brandy, and Tobacco. 


Ben. B T pre'ythee, Mat, what is become of thy 
Brother Tom? I have not ſcen him ſince my 

Return from Tranſporration. : 
Mat. Poor Brother Tom had an Accident this time 
Twelvemonth, and ſo clever a made Fellow he was, that 
I could not ſave him from theſe fleaing Raſcals the Sur- 
geons ; and now, poor man, he's among the Otamys at 


Surgeons Hall. 


Ben. So it ſeems, his Time was come. 

Fm. But the preſent Time is ours, and nobody alive 
hath more; why are the Laws levell'd at us? are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind ? what we win, 
Gentlemen, is our own by the Law of Arms, and the 
Right of Conqueſt, 

ook. Where ſhall we findſuch another Set of practical 
Philoſophers, who to a man are above the Fear of Death ? 

Wat. Sound men, and true ! 

Robin. Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable induſtry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his Friend? 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for 
his intereſt ? 

Mat. Shew me a Gang of Courtiers that can ſay as much. 

Ben. We are for a juſt Partition of the world, for eve- 
ry man hath a Right to enjoy Life. 

Mas. We retrench the Superflairies of mankind. The 
world is avaricious, and I hate Avarice. A covetous Fel- 
low, like a Jack-daw, ſteals what he was never made to 
enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the Robbers 
of mankind, for money was made for the Free-hearted 
and Generous, and, where the injury of taking from ano- 
ther, what he hath not the Heart to make of of ? 

Fm. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day arc fixt. Good 
Luck attend us all, Fill the Glaſſes, Ain 
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AIR XIX. Fill every Glaſs, Sr. 
Mat. Fill ev Gliſs, for Wine inſpires us, 
Aud fires us | : 
With Gourace, Love and Joy. 

| Women and Wine ſhould Life employ. 

I there ought elſe on Earth deſirous ? 
Chorus. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, &c. 


Scans II. To them enter Macheath. a 
Aab. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been with 


me. No Ceremony, I beg you: | 
Mat. We were juſt breaking up to go upon Duty, 


Am TI to have the Honour of taking the Air with you, Sir, 


this Evening, upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and 
then with the Stage Coachmen in the way of Friendſhi 
and intelligence; and I know about this Time there will 
be Paſſengers upon the weſtern Road, who are worth 
ſpeaking with. | | 
Hach. I was to have beon of that Party - but 
_ Mat, But what, Sir? 
Hach. Is there any man who ſuſpects my Courage? 
ar. We have all been witneſs of it. a 
Aach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang ? 
Mat. I'll be anſwerable for it. 
Mach. In the Divifion of our Booty, have I ever 
ſewn the leaſt marks of Avarice and injuſtice ? 
Mat. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems to have ruf. 
fled you. Are any of us ſuſpe&ted ? . 
Hach. I have a fix'd Conſidence, Gentlemen, 1n you 
all, as Men of Honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect 
you. Peachum is a man that is uſeful to us. 
- Mat. Is he about to play us any foul Play? I'll ſhoot 
him through the Head: 
Aach. I beg you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and 
Diſcretion, A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 
| Mat. He knows nothing of this meeting. T7 
Aach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is a man 
who knows the world, and is anccefſary Agent to us We 
have had a ſlight Difference, and 'rill it is accommodated 
I ſhall be obliged to keep out of the way. Any private Diſ- 
pute of mine ſhall be of no ill conſequence to my F * 
| ou 


5 


vou this Hour ; but an unexpective Affair hath detain'd 


red 
i- 
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You muſt continue to act under his Directions, for the 
moment we break looſe from him our Gang is ruin'd. 
Mat, As a Bawd to a whore, I grant you, he is to us 


of great conſequence. 


lach. Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, 
which I can never do but with Life. At our private Quar- 
ters 1 will continue to meet with you. A week or two 
will probably reconcile us. 
Mat. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerv'd. Tis now 


high time for us to repair to our ſeveral Duties; fo till 
che Evening at our Quarters in Afoorfeldr, we bid you 
farewel. 


Mach, I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs attend 


you. [Sits doꝛun melancholly at the Table. 


AIR XX. March in Rinaldo with Drums and Trumpets. 
Mat. Let us take the Road, 
Hart hear the Sound of Caches 9 
The Hour of Attack approaches, 
To your Arms, brave Boys, and load, 
See the Ball I hold ! 
Let the Chymifts toil like Mes, 8 
Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 
And turns all our Lead to Gold. | 
[The Gang, rang'd · in the Front of the Stage, load 
their Piſtols, and ſtick them under their Girdles; 
then go off ſinging the firſt part in Chorus. 


Scexs III. Macheath, Drawer. 


Alach. What a Fool is a fond wench ! Polly is moſt 
confoundedly bit—I love the Sex. And a man who 
loves money, might as well be contented with one Guinea, 
as I with one woman. The Town, perhaps hath been as 
much oblig'd to me, for recruiting it wth free-hearted 
Ladies, as to any Recruiting Officer in the Army ? if 
it were not for us, and the other Gentlemen of the 


Sword, Drury-laze would be uniuhabited. 


AIR XXI. Would you have a young Virgin, Sc. 
If the Heart of à man is depreft avith Cares, 

The miſt is diſpel a eben a Woman appears; 

Like the Notes of a Fiddle ſhe ſweetly, ſaveetly, 

Raiſes the Spirits, aud charms aur Ears, 
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Roſes awd Lillies ber Cheeks diſcloſe; 
Hut ber ripe Lips are mere ſeveet than thoſe, 
refs ber, 4 0 
Careſs her, 
M ub Biiſes, 
Her Kiſſes 5 
Dſſelve us in pleaſure, and ſoft Repeſe. 


I muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the 
mind like them; money is not ſo ſtrong a Cordial for 
the Time. Drawer—[ZEnter Drawer) is the Porter gone 
for all the Ladies according to my Directions? 

Drawer. I expect him back every minute. But you 
know, Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole for 
three of the Ladies, for one in the Vineg ar Yard, and for 
the reſt of them ſomewhere about Lewkner's Lane. Sure 
ſome of them are below, for I hear the Bar-Bell. A, 
they come 1 will ſnew them up. Coming. Coming. 


U 


Scens IV. 


Macheath, Ars. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, As. Vixen, 
Betty Doxy, Jenny Diver, 2 Slammekin, Suky 
Tawdry, and Molly Brazen. 

Mach. Dear Mrs. Carver, you are welcome. You 
look charmingly to-day. I hope you don't want the 
Repairs of /Quality, and lay on Paint. — Dolly Trull! 
kiſs me you Slut; you are as amorous as ever, Huſſy 
You are always ſo taken up with ftealing Hearts, that you 
don't allow yourſelf Time to ſteal any __ 
Dolly, thou wilt ever be a Coquette ! — . Vixen, 
I'm yours, L always lov'd a woman of wit and ſpirit; 
they malte charming miſtreſſes, but plaguy wives — 
- Betty Doxy! Comet hither Huſſy. Do you drink as hard 
as ever: You had better ſtick to good wholeſome Beer; 
- for in troth, Betty, ſtrong waters will in time ruin your 
Conſtitution. You ſhould leave thoſe to your Betters.— 
what! and my pretty em Diver too: As prim and 
as demure as ever! There is not apy Prude, though ever 
ſo high bred, hath a more ſanctify d Look, with a more 
miſchievous Heart. Ah! thou art a dear artful Hypo- 
crite.— Mrs. Sammekin ! as careleſs and genteel as ever ! 
all you fine Ladies, who know your own Beauty, affect 

| an 
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an Undreſs. But ſee, here's Szky Tazwdry come to contra- 
dict what I was ſaying, Every thing ſhe gets one way the 
lays out upon her Back. Why, Suky, you muſt _ at 
leaſt a Dozen of Tallymen. Molly Brazen. [She kiſes him.] 
That's well done, 1 love a free hearted Wench. Thou 
haſt a moſt agreeable Aſſurance, Girl, and art as willing 
as a Turtle.--— But hark ! I hear Muſick. The Harper 
is at the Door. 1f Mufick be the Food of Lowe, play on. Ere 
you ſeat yourſelves, Ladies, what think you of a Dance ? 
Come in. [Enter Harper.) Play the French Tune, that 
Mrs. Slammekin was ſo fond of. 

[4 Dance a la ronde in the French manner ; near 

the End of it this Song and Chorus, 


AIR XXI. Cottillon. 


Youth's the Seaſon made for Toys, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well diſerves her Beauty, 
Let's be gay, 
While wwe may, 
Beauty's a Flower deſpiid in Decay, 
Youth's a Seaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and fport to-day, 
Our's is not to-morrow. 
Love with Youth flies faviſt away, 
Age is nought but Sorrow, 
Dance and fing, 
Time's on the Wing, 
Life never knows the Return of Spring. 
Chorus. Let us drink, &c. 

Mach. Now pray, Ladies, take your Places, Here Fel 
low. [pays the Harper.) Bid the Drawer bring us more 
Wine. [Exit. Harper.) If any of the Ladies chuſe Gin, L 
hope they will be ſo tree as to call for it. 

en. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
enough for me. Indeed; Sir, I never drink ſtrong Wa- 
ters, but when I have the Cholick. 

Mach. Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies ! Why, a Lady 
_ of Quality is never without the Cholic. I hope Mrs. 
Coaxer, you have had good Succeſs of late in your Viſits 

among the Mercers. 

—_ | Conper- 


— 
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Coax, We have ſo many Interlopers — Yet with Induſtry 
ode way {till have fome little Picking. I carried a filver- 
tlower'd Luteſtring, and a Piece of black Paduaſoy to Mr. 
Feactum's Lock but laſt Week. 

Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the Ogle of a Rattle- 
Snake. She rivetcd a Lirnen-Draper's Eye ſo faſt upon 
her, that he was nick'd of three Pieces of Cambrick before 
he could look. off. ON! 

Brax. Oh dear- Madam! — But fure nothing can 
eome up to your handling of Laces! And then you have 
ſuch a tweet deluding Tongue ! To cheat a Man is no- 


thing; but the Woman muſt have fine Parts indeed that 


cheats a Woman! E 

Vix. Lace, Madam, lies in a ſmall Compaſs, and is of 
ealy Conveyance. But you are apt, Madam, to think 
well of your Friends. - 

Coax. If any Woman hath more Art than another, to 
be ſure tis Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow. be never 
ſo agreeable, ſhe can pick his Pocket as coolly, as if Money 
were her only Pleaſure. Now that is a Command of rhe 
Paſſions uncommon to a Woman. | 

Jenny. I never go to the Tavern with a Man, but in the 
View of Buſineſs. 1 have other Hours, and other ſort of 
Men for my Pleaſure. But had I your Addreſs, Madam— 

Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies, and 


drink about. You are not ſo fond of me Jerry, as you 


uſed to be. 
Jenny. "Tis not convenient, Sir, to ſhew my Fondneſs 


among ſo many Rivals. Tis your own Choice, and not 


the Warmth of my Inclination that will determine you. 


AIR XXIII. All in a miſty Morning. c. 


Before the Barn-Door crowing, 
The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 
Stands fer a while ſuſpended. 
Then one be fingles from the Creaw, 
Aud cheers the happy Hen; 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
Aud hinw db you do again. — | 
4 Macs 
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Mach. Ah! Jenny! thou art a dear Slut. 

Trull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in Keeping ? 

Tawd. I hope, Madam, I han't been ſo long upon the 
Town, but I have met with ſome good Fortune as well as 
my Neighbours. 

Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no Harm by the 
Queſtion ; *"twas only in the way of Converſation, 

Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, I 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt Friend. 
But upon his miſſing Five Guineas, he turn'd me off. Now 
I never ſuſpected he had counted them. 

Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt 
ſort of Keepers ? 

Tawd. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 

Slam. I, Madam, was once kept by a Fer; and bar- 
ring their Religion, to Women they are a good ſort of 
People. 

Tawd. Now, ſor my Part, I own I like an old Fellow; 
for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is n? 
ill thing, they bleed freely. I have ſent at leaſt two or 
three Dozen of them in my Time to the Plantations. 

Jen. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good Fortune as 
you have had upon the Road, you muſt have grown im- 
menſely rich. 

Mach. The Road indeed, hath done me Juſtice, but the 
Gaming Table hath been my Ruin. 

AIR IT II. When once I lay with another Man's Wife,&-. 
Jen. The Gameſters and Lawyers are Jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your All is in Danger. 
Lide Gypſies, if once they can finger a Sauſe, 
Your Packets they pick, and they prifer your Houſe, 
Aud give your Eſtate to a Stranger. 
A Man of Courage ſhould never put any thing to the Rist. 
but his Life. Theſe are the Tools of a Man of Honour. 
Cards and Dice are only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey 
upon their Friends. | 
[e takes up his Piſtol. Tawdry takes up the other. 
' Tarud. This, Sir, is fitter for your Hand. Beſides your 
Loſs of Money is a Loſs to the Ladies. Gaming takes you 
off from Women. How fond could | be of you ! But be- 
ſore Company 'tis ill bred. 


C9 | Mach 
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Mach. Wanton Huſhes ! 
Jen. I muſt and will have a Kiſs to give my Wine a Zeſt. 
{They tale him about the Neck, and male Signs to 
Peachum and Cenflables who ruſh in upon him. 


SCENE V. 
To them Peachum and Conſtables. 

Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my Priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, Jenny!? Women are 
Decoy Ducks; who can truſt them ! Bealts, Jades, Jilts, 
Harpies, Furies, Whores! 

Teach. Your Caſe Mr. Macheath, is not particular. The 
greateſt Heroes have been ruin'd by Women. But, to do 
them Juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of Creatures, 
if we could truſt them. You muſt now, Sir, take your 
Leave of the Ladies, and if they have a Mind to make 
you a Viſit, they will be ſure to find you at home. This 
Gentleman, Ladies, lodges in Newgate. Conſtables wait 
upon the Captain to his Lodgings. 


AIR XXV. When firſt I Jaid Siege to my Chloris, &c 
Mach. At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure. 
At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of Ill, 
T hall find no ſuch Furies as theſe are. 

Peach. Ladies, I'll take Care the Reckoning ſhall be 

diſcharg'd. | 
[Exit. Macheath, guarded with Peachum and Conſtables, 
SCENE VI. The Women remain. 

Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum may 
have made a private Bargain with you and Suky Tawary 
for betraying the Captain, as we were all aſſiſting, we 
ought all to ſhare alike. 

Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an Acquain- 
tance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 

Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and 
ina Year's Time too, (if he do me Juſtice) ſhould be ſet 
down to my Account. 

Trull. Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair. For you know 


one of them was taken in Bed with me. 


Jenny. As for a Bowl of Punch or a Treat, 1 2— 
4278. 
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Mrs. Sky will join with me: As for any thing elte, 
Ladies, you cannot in Conſcience expect it. 

Slam. Dear Madam— 

Trull. J would not for the World 

Slam. "Tis impoſſible for me 

Trull. As I hope to be ſav'd, Madam 

Slam. Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all Night 

Trull. Since you command me. 


Ex. with great Ceremony. 
SCENE VI. Newgate. 
Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, C onſtables. 
Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a Lodger of mine this Year and half. You know 
the Cuſtom, Sir. Garniſh, Captain, Garniſh. Hand me 


down thoſe Fetters there. 


Mach. Theſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of the 
whole Set. With your Leave I ſhould like the further 
Pair better. 

Lack. Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt for 
Priſoners. When any Gentleman uſes me with Civility, 
I always do the beft I can to pleaſe him. Hand them 
down, I ſay We have them of all Prices, from one 
Guinea to ten, and tis fitting every Gentleman ſhould: 
pleaſe himſelf. 

Mach. F underſtand you, Sir. [Gives Money]. The Fees 
here are ſo many and fo exorbitant, that few Fortunes can 
bear the Expence of getting off handſomely, oz of dying 
like a Gentleman. 

*Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the Captain better — Take 
down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir,— 
Never was better work, — How genteely they are made! 
— They will ſit as eaſy as a Glove, and the niceſt Man in 


| #ng/and might not be aſhamed to wear them. ¶ He puts on 


the Chains.) If I had the bet Gentleman in the Land in 

my Cuſtody I could not equip him more handſomely. And, 

ſo, Sir, —I now leave you to your private Meditations. 
SCENE VIII. Macheath. 


AIR XXVI. Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no Harm, &a. 
Man may eſcape from Rote and Gun; 
Nay, ſums have out-liv'd the Docter Pill; 
C 3 Ha 
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Who takes a Woman muſt be undone, 

That Baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 
The Fly that ſips Treacle is loft in the Saucets, 
So he that taſtes Woman, Woman, Woman, © 

He that taſtes Woman, Ruin meets. | 
To what a woful Plight have I brought myſelf! Here muſt 
I (all Day long, 'till I am hang'd) be confin'd to hear the 
Reproaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at my Door !— 
T am in the Cuſtody of her Father, and to be ſure, if he 
knows of the Matter, I ſhall have a fine time on't, betwixt 
this and my Execution—But I promis'd the Wench Marri- 
_u ſignifies a Promiſe to a Woman ? Does not 

an in Marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred things that he 
never means to perform ? Do all we can, Women will 
believe us, for they look upon a Promiſe as an Excuſe for 
tollowing their own Inclinations—But here comes Lucy and 
I cannot get from her—Wou'd I were deaf ? 


SCENE IX. Macheath, Lucy. 


Lucy. You baſe Man you,—how can you look me in the 
Face after what hath paſs'd between us? See here, perfidiou, 
Wretch, how I am forced to bear about the Load of Infamy 
you have laid upon me. O Macheath ! thou haſt robb'd 
me of my Quiet—to ſee thee tortur'd would give me Pleaſure, 


AIR XXVII. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c., 
Thus auben a good Houſewife ſees a Rat 
In her Trap in the Morning taken, 
With Pleaſure her Heart goes pit-a-pat, G 
In Revenge for the Loſs of her Bacon. 
Then ſhe throws him 
To the Dog or Cat, 152 
To be worried, cruſb d, and ſhaken. 


Mach. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear 
Lucy, to ſee a Huſband in theſe Circumſtances ? | 

Lucy. A Huſband ! - 

Mach. In every reſpect but the Form, and that, my 
Dear, may be ſaid over us at any time.— Friends ſhould not 
3 ſiſt upon Ceremonies. From a Man of Honour, his 
Word is as good as his Bond. | 

Lucy. "Tis the Pleaſure of all you fine Men to inſult the 
Women you have ruin'd, | 

| AIR 
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AIR XXVIII. Twas when the Sea was roaring, Cc, 


Hiaw cruel are the Traytors, 
Who lye and fevear in eſt, 
To cheat unguarded Creatures 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt |! 
Whoewer fleals a Shilling, ; 
Through Shame the Guilt conceal; : 
In Love the perjur d Villain 
With Boaſts the Theft reveals. 
Mach, The very firſt Opportunity, my dear, (have but 
2 you ſhall be my Wife in whatever manner you 
eaſe. 
fe Lucy. Inſinuating Monſter ! And ſo you think I know 
nothing of the Affair of Miſs Pe/ly Peachum I could tear 
thy Eyes out ! ö : 
Mach, Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a Fool as to be 
jealous of Polly ? 
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you Brute you ? 
Mach. Married! Very good. The \vench gives it out 


only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good Opinion. Tis 
true, I goto the Houſe ; I chat with the Girl, I Kiſs her, I 


iay a thouſand things to her (as all Gentlemen do) that mean 
nothing, to divert myſelf; and now the filly Jade hath ſet it 
about that I am married to her, to let me know what ſhe 
would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy, theſe violent Paſſions 
may be of ill conſequence to a Woman in your Condition. 

Lucy. Come, come, Captain, for all your Aſſurance, you 
know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your Power to do 
me the Juſtice you promis d me. 

Mach. A jealous Woman believes every thing her Paſ- 
fion ſuggeſts. To convince you of my Sincerity, if we can 
find the Ordinary, I ſhall make no Scruple of making you 
my Wife ; and I know the Conſequence of having two at 
a Time. | 

Lucy. That you are to be hang'd, and ſa get rid of 
them both. 

Mach, I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you Satisfacti- 
on — if you can think there is any in Marriage — What 
can a Man of Honour ſay more ? 

Lucy. So then, it ſeems, you are not married to Miſs Polly ? 

Mach. You know, Lucy, the Girl is prodigiouſly _—_— : 
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2 
10 Man can ſay a civil Thing to her, but (like other fine 
Ladies) her Vanity makes her think he's = own for ever 
and ever. | 
AIR XXIX. The Sun had loos'd hls weary Beams, &c, 
| The firſt Time at the Looking-glaſ; 
The Mother ſets her Daughter, - 
The Image flrikes the ſmiling Laſi 
With Self-love ever after. 
Each Time e looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
Thinks every Charm grows ftronger. 
But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your own 
Can ſee you are not youuger. cM; 


When Women conſider their own Beauties, they are all az 


like unreaſonable in their Demands ; for they expect their 
Lovers ſhould like them as long as they like themſelves. 
Lucy. Yonder my Father—perhaps this Way we may 
light upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as 
ood as your Word — For I long to be made an honeſt 


Woman. 
SCENE X. 


Peachum, Lockit, uvith an Account Book. 
Lock, In this laſt Affair, Brother Peachum, we are agreed, 


| You have conſented to go halves in Macheath. 


Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an Execution. But 
as to that Article, pray how ſtands our laſt Year's Account ? 

Lock. If you run your Eye over it, you'll find tis fair and 
clearly ſtated. | | 

Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very hard 
upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang our Ac- 

uaintance for nothing, when our Betters will hardly ſave 
theirs without being paid for it. Unleſs the People in 
Employment pay better, I promiſe them for the future, I 
ſhall let other Rogues live beſides their own. 1 

Lock. Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid theſe Matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them with 
Contempt, as if our Profeſſion was not reputable. 

Peach. In one reſpe& indeed our Employment may be 
reckoned diſhoneſt, becauſe, like great Stateſmen, we en- 
courage thoſe who betray their Friends. 

Lal. Such Language, Brother, any where elſe, 22 
turn to your Prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, 11K 


Ver 
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AIR XXX. How happy are we, Oc. 


l hen you cenſure the Age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Le the Courtiers offended ſhould be 8 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
'Tis /@ pat to all the Tribe; 
Each cri. - Tat was lewelld at me. — 

Peach. Here's poor Ned C/incher's Name. Sure, Bro- 
ther Lockiz, there was a little unfair Proceeding in Ned's 
Caſe : For he told me in the condemn'd Hold, that for 
Value receiv'd, you had promis d him a Seſſion or two 
longer without Moleſlation. 

Lock. Mr. Peachum— this is the firſt Time my Honour 
was ever call'd in Queſtion, 

Peach. Buſineſs is at an End if once we ad diſhonourably. 

Lock. Who accuſes me ? 

Peach. You are warm, Brother. 

Lock, He that attacks my Honour, attacks my Liveli- 
hood. — And this Uſage—Sir—is not to be borne. 

Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak — I muſt tell you 
too, that Mrs. Craxc charges you with defrauding her of 
her Information-Money, for the apprehending of curl pa- 
ted Hugh. Indeed, indeed, Brother, we mult punctually 
pay our Spies, or we ſhall have no Information. 

Lock. Is this Language to me, Sirrah — who have ſav'd 
you from the Gallows. [Collaring each other, 

Peach. If Tam hang'd, it ſhall be for rigding the World 
of an arrant Raſcal. | 

Leck. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the Halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you—you Dog. 

Peach. Brother, Brother — We are both in the wrong 
—We ſhall be both Loſers in the Diſpute — for you know 


we have it in our Power to hang each other. You ſhould 


not be ſo paſſionate. 

Lock. Nor you ſo provoking. - 

Peach. "Tis our mutual Intereſt,.'tis for the Intereſt of 
the World we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, Brother, 
to the Prejudice of your Character, I aſk Pardon. 
| Lock. Brother Peachum—1 can forgive as well as reſent 
ive me your Hand. Suſpicion does not become @Friend. 

Peach. 1 only meant to give you Occaſion to juſtify 


34 | - Tur Beccar's Or ERA. 


yourſelf : But I muſt now flep home, for I expect th& 
Gentleman about the Snuff-Box, that Hieb nimm'd two 
Nights ago in the Park. I appointed him at this Hour, 


SCENE XI. Lackit, Lucy. 


Lock, Whence come you, Huſly ? . 

Lucy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. 

Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, 
like a Spaniel, over the Fellow that hath abus'd you. 

Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it. Tis not 
in my Power to obey you, and hate him. | 
/ Lock, Learn to bear your Huſband's Death like a rea- 
ſonable Woman. Tis not the Faſhion, now-a-days, ſo 
much as to affect Sorrow upon theſe Occaſions, No Wo- 
man would ever marry, if ſhe had not a Chance of Mor- 
tality for a Releaſe. Act like a Woman of Spirit, Huſly, 
and thank your Father for what he is doing. | 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble. Race was Sherkin, 
: Lucy. Is then his Fate decreed, Sir? 
| Such a Man can I think of quitting ? 
When firſt we met, fo moves me yet 
O fee how my Heart is ſplitting. 
Lack. Look ye Lucy — There is no ſaving him — $0, I 
think, you muſt ev'n do like other Widows — buy yourſels 
Weeds and be chearful. | 


AIR XXXIII. 


You'll think ere many Days enſue 
This Sentence not ſevere ; | - 
T hang your Huſband, Child, tis true, 
But with him hang your Care. 
hp Tewang dang dillo dee. 
Like a good Wife, go moan over your dying Huſband. 
That, Child, is your Duty — Conſider, Girl, you can't 
have the Man and the Money too—ſo make yourſelf as 
eaſy as you can, by getting all you can from him. 


 $8$CENE XII. Lucy, Macheath. 
Lucy. Though the Ordinary was out of the way to-day, 
I hope, uy Dear, you will, upon the ' firſt . 
quiet my Scruples—O Sir, —my Father's hard Heart is not 
to be ſoften d, and I am in the utmoſt Deſpair. 


* 


Mach. 
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Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall Sum would not 
twenty Guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the Argu- 
ments in the way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſite is the moſt pre- 
vailing—Your Father's ws ee for the Eſcape of Pri- 
ſaners muſt amount to conſiderable Sum in the Year. Mo- 
ney well tim'd, and properly apply'd, will do any thing, 

AIR XXXIII. London Ladies. 
If you at an Office ſollicit your Due, 
And would not have Matters neglefed ; 
You muſt quicken the Clerk with the Perquiſite too, 
To do what his Duty directed. 
Or would you the Frowns of a Lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable Failing, 
The Perguiſite ſoftens her into Conſeat ; 
That Reaſon with all is prevailing. 
Lucy. What Love or Money can do ſhall be done; for - 
all my Comfort depends upon your Safety. 


SCENE XIII. Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 

Pol. Where is my dear Huſband? — Was a Rope ever 
intended for this Neck !—O let, O let me throw my Arms 
about it, and throttle thee with Love! Why doſt thou turn 
away from me ?—"Tis thy Polly— "Tis thy Wife. 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am 

1.ucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain! 

Pol. O Macheath! was it for this we parted ? Taken! 
impriſon'd ! try'd ! hang'd ! — cruel Refle&ion! I'll ſta 
with thee till Death — no Force ſhall tear thy dear Wite 
from thee now.—What means my Love? — Not one kind 
Word ! not one kind Look ! think what thy Polly ſuffers to 
ice thee in this Condition. 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, &c, 
Thus when the Swallow ſeeking Prey, 
Within the Saſh is cloſely pent, 
His Confert wvith bemeaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th' Event, 
Her chatt'ring Lowers all around her ſtim; 
She heeds them not ¶ poor Bird) her Souls with him. 
Mach, I muſt diſown her. [Afide.] The Wench is 
diſtracted. 
Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my Virtue? Can I have no 
Reparation? Sure Men are born to lie, and Women to be- 
lieve them! O Villain! Villain! Pol, 
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Pol. Am I not thy Wife — Thy Neglect of me, thy A- 
verſion to me too Su roves it Look on me. 
Tell me, am not I thy Wife? | N 
Lucy. Perfidious Wretch ! 
Pol. Barbarous Huſband ! 
Lucy. Had'ſt thou been hang'd five Months ago I had 
been happy. | ny 
Pol. And I too— If you had been kind to me till 
Death, it would not have vex'd me——And that's no- very 
unreaſonable Requeſt (though from a Wife) to a Man who 
hath not above ſeven or eight Days to live. 
Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou 


two Wives, Monſter ? - 

Mach. If Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer 
hear me. | | 

Lucy. I won't——Fleſh and Blood can't bear my Uſage, 

Pol. Shall I not claim my own ? Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 
AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome Ditty, Se. 
Mach. How happy could I be with either, 

Mere t'other dear Charmer awvay ? 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a Word will Tay ; 
But tol de rol, &c. 

Pol. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Preference 
Thewn to a Wife! At leaſt claim the Appearance of it. 
He muſt be diſtracted with his Misfortunes, or he could 
not uſe me thus $53 

Lucy, O Villain! Villain! thou haſt deceiv'd me——I 
eould even inform againſt thee with Pleaſure. Not a Prude 
- wiſhes more heartily to have Facts againſt her intimate 
Acquaintance, than I now wiſh to have Facts againſt thee, 
I would have her Satisfaction, and they ſhould all out, 


AIR XXXVI. Iriſh Trot. 


Polly. Tn bubbled, 

JUCY, = Pm bubbled, 
Polly, O how I am troubled, 
Lucy. Bambooxled and bit | i 
| — —My Diſtreſſes are doubled. 
Lucy When go come to the Tree, jhould the Hangman refuſe 

Theſe _ with Pleaſure could faſten the Nooſe. 
Polly. Tn bubbled, &c. Foo fy 


ach, 


F 


bn Yd 


Taz Beccar's OrERa. 37 


Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy This is all a 

Fetch of Polly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe I 
et off. If I am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit of 

2 thought my Widow. Really, Polly, this is no 
time for a Diſpute of this Sort; for whenever you are talk- 
ing of Marriage, I am thinking of Hangizg. 

Pol. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in diſown'ng me? 

Mach. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuading 
me that I am married? Why, Io:iy, dof thou ſeck to 2g- 
gravate my Misfortunes ? 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf. 
Beſides, 'tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his 
Circumſtances. 


AIR XXXVII. 

Polly. Ceaſe your Funning, 

Force er Cunniug 

Newer ſhall my lit art trapan. 
All theſe Saities 
Are but Malice 

To ſeduce my conſlant Man. 

Lucy. 'Tis moſt certain, 

By their flirting, 

Venen oft have Envy ſoexvn 
Pleas'd to ruin 
Others woring, 

Newer happy in their own ! 

Pol. Decency, Madam, methinks, might teach you to 
behave yourſelf with ſome Reſerve with the Huſband, 
while his Wife is preſent. 

Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the Joke 
a little too far. | 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, Madam, to raiſe a Diſtur- 
bance in the Priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for the Turn- 
key to ſhew you the Door. I am ſorry, Madam, you force 
me to be ſo ill bred. 

Pol. Give me leave to tell you, Madam: Theſe for- 
ward Airs don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And 
1 Madam, obliges me to ſtay with my Huſband, 


D | AIR. 
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AIR XXXVIII. Good Morrow, Goflip Jean. 

Lucy. Why lee mau, Madam Flirt? 

| If you thus mult chatter ;; 
Aud are for fin ging Dirt, 
Let's try who Li can ſpatter ; | 
1 Madam Flirt. 
Polly. Why how noaw ſaucy Jade; | 
| Sure the Wench is tity! 
How can you ſee me made [To him. 
The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſey ? 
Saucy Jade! [ To her. 
N SCENE XIV. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 

Peach. Where's my Wench? Ah Huſſy! Huſly !=—— 
Come you home, you Slut; and when your Fello is hang- 
ed, hang yourſelt, to make your Family ſome Amends. 

Pol. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him 
J muſt ſpeak, I have more to ſay to him — Oh! twilt thy 
Fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee ! 

Peach. Sure all Women are alike ! If ever they commit 
one Folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing 
themſelves Away Not a Word more - You are 


my Priſoner now, Huſſy. 
AIR XXXIX. 7-14 Howl. 
Polly. No Power on Earth can cer divide 

The Kot that ſacred Love has ty d. 

When Parents draw againſt cur Mind, 

The True-love's Knot they faſter bind. 

Op), oh ray, oh Amlo ab—ob, oh, &c. 
Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling ber. 

SCENE XV, Lucy, Macheath. 

Mach. I am naturally compaſſionate, Wife; ſo that I 
could not uſe the Wench as ſhe deferv'd, which made you 
at firſt ſuſpe& there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 

Lucy, Indeed, my Dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 

Mach. If that had been the Caſe, her Father would ne- 
ver have brought me into this Circumſtance, No, Icy, 
L had rather die than be falſe to thee. 

Lucy. How happy am I, if you ſay this from your 
Heart ! For I love thee fo, that I could ſooner bear to ſce 
thee bang'd than in the Arms © another, | 

Mach, But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 
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Lucy. O Macheath, T can never live to ſee that Day. 

Mach. Vou ſee, Lucy, in the Account of Love you are 
in my Debt, and you muſt now be convinc'd, that I rather 
choſe to die than be another's. — Make me, if poſlible, 


love thee more, and let me owe my Lite to thee It 
thou refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your Father will im- 
mediately put me beyond all Means of Eſcape. 

Lucy, My Father, I know hath been drinking hard with 
the Priſoners ; and I fancy he is now taking his Na p in his 
own Room If I can procure the Keys, ſhall I go off 
with thee, my Dear? 

Mach. If we are together, "twill be impoſſible to lie 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little cool, 
I will ſend to thee.— Till then my Heart is thy Priſoner. 

Lury. Come then, my dear Huſband owe thy Life 
to me—and though you love me not,—be grateful. -- But 
that Polly runs in my Head ſtrangely. | 

Mach. A Moment of Time may make us unhappy for 
ever, 


AIR XL. The Laſs of Patie's Mill, &c. 
Lucy. I like the Fox ſhall grieve, 
; Whoſe Mate hath left her Side, 
Whom Hounds H m Morn to Eve, 
Chaſe ver the Country wide, 
Where can my Lower hide? 
Where cheat the wary Pack ? 
Love be not his Guide, 


He never will come back. 


A © *F 2M.  Soansn TT. 
SCENE Newgate. 


Lockit, Lucy. 
Lock. TI: be ſure, Wench,you muſt have been aidin 
1 


and abetting to help him in this Eſcape. ' 
Lucy. Sir, here has been Peachum, and his Daughter 
Polly, and to be ſure they know the Ways of Newgace as 
well as if they had when Cer and bred in the Place all 
their Lives, Why ſhould all your Suſpicion light on me ? 

Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of thoſe fhuflling 
Anſwers. 

Lucy, Well then —if I know any thing on him I wiſh 
I may be burnt ! D. 2 Lock, 


40 TuE BTOOGAN O ERA. 
. Tock. Keep your Temper, Lucy, or I ſhalt pronounce 
you guilty. ' 

Lu:y, Keep your's, Sir — I do wiſh I may be burnt. 1 


do—and what can I ſay more to convince you ? 
Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? How much did he 


come down with? Come, Huſſy, don't cheat your Father, 


and I ſhall not be angry with you——Perhaps you have 
made a better Bargain with him than I could have done 
—How much, my good Girl ? | 

Lucy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would 
have given Money to have kept him with me. 
Teck. Ah Lucy! thy Education might have put thee 
more upon thy Guard ; for a Girl in the Bar of an Ale- 
houſe is always beſieg'd. 

Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my Education — for 


*rwas to that I owe my Ruin. 


AIR XLI. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, &c. 

When young at the Bar you firft tg me to ſcore, 

And bid me be free with my Lips and no mort; : 

1 was k ſid by the Parſin, the Squire, and the Set; 

When the Gusſi was defarted, the Kiſs ava forgot. 

Ert his Kiſs was fo fewert, and fo clſely he preſt, 

That I languiſh'd and pin'd till I granted the reſt. 

If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Confeſſion, 
for to be ſure he hath been a moſt barbarous Villain to me. 

Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, Huſſy Have you? 

Lucy. When a Woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
Word can perſuade her to any thing And I could aſk 
no other Bribe. 

Lack. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lu If 
you would not be look'd on as a Fool, you ſhould never 
do any thing but upon the Foot of Intereſt, Thoſe that 
act otherways are their own Bubbles, i 

Lucy. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen 
to moſt diſcreet Women, and in love we are all Fools alike 
Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am fully convinced 


that Polly Peachum is actually his Wife — Did I let him 


eſcape (Fool that I was!) to go to her? Polly will 


wheedle herſelf into his Money, and then Peachum will 
hang him, and cheat us both, 

Lock. Sol am to beruin'd, becauſe, ſorſooth, you muſt 
be in Love !—a very pretty Excule! Lu. 


r Mts Hood 
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Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy Strumpe: : 
—[ gave him his Life, and that Creature enjoys the Sweets 
of it. Ungrateful Macheath ! 


AIR XLII. South Sea Ballad. 
I Lowe is all Madneſs and Folly, 
Alone I he, 
7%, tumble and cry, 
I bat a hajpy Creature is Polly! 
Was cer ſuch a Wretch as 1! 
With Rage I redden as Scarlet, 
That ny | fs inconſlant Varlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
I loft in the Arms 
Of that Filt, that inveigling Harlet ! 
Stark blind to my Cbarims, 
1s loft in the Arms 
Of that Tilt, at inveigling Harlit ! 
This, this my Reſentment alarms. 

Lick. And fo, after all this Miſchief, I muſt ſtay here to 
be entertain'd with your Caterwauling, Mrs. Puſs! — Out 
of my Sight, wanton Strumpet ! you ſhall faſt and mortiſy 

ourſelf into Reaſon, with now and then a little handſome 
Diſcipline to bring you to your Senſes. —Go. 
SCENE N. . 

Lock. Peachum then intends to out-wit me in this Aﬀair ; 
but I'll be even with him. The Dog is leaky in his 
Liquor, fo I'll ply him that way, get the Secret from him, 
and turn this Affair to my own Advantage——— Lions, 
Wolves, aud Vultures don't live together in Herds, Droves,, 
or Flocks—Of all Animals of Prey, Man is the only ſo- 
eiable ove. Every one of us preys upon his Neighbour, 
and yet we herd together. Peachum is my Companion, 
my Friend According to the Cuſtom of the World, in- 
deed, he may quote thouſands of Precedents for cheating 
ne — And thall not I make uſe of the Privilege of Friend 
ſhip to make him a Return? 

AIR XLIII. Packington's Pound. 

Thus Gameſters united in Friendſtip are found, 

Though they know their Induftry all is a Cheat ; 

T hey flock to their Prey at the Dice Box Sound, 

Ind join to fromite une another's Deceit, 
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But if by miſhap 

. 1 hey fail if a Chap, 

1 To lecp in their Honds, they each other entrap, 

AF Like Pikes, lank with Hanger, whe miſs ef their Ends, 

; They bite their Companions, and prey on their Friends. 
Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt Tradeſmen, are 

to have a fair Trial which of us two can over-reach the o- 

ther —Lucy.— [Euter Lucy] Are there any of Peachum's 

People now in the Houſe ? | 

Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quartern of ſtrong Wa. 
ters in the rext Room with Paci Moll. 

g Loch. Eid him come to me. J 
„ SCENE III. Lockit, Filch. 

Lock. Why, Boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half 
ſarv'd, like a ſhotten Herring. | 

Filch. One had need have the Conſlitution of a Horſe 
to go through the Buſineſs. — Since the favourite Child. 
getter was diſabled by a Miſhap, I have pick'd up a little 
Money by helping the Ladies to a Pregnancy againſt their 
being called down to Sentence, But if a Man cannot 
get an honeſt livelihood any eaſier way, I am ſure, tis 
what I cannot undertake for another Seilion. 

Lock. Truly, if that great Man ſhould tip of, twould 
be an irreparable loſs. The Vigour and Proweſs of a 
Knight Errant never ſav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that 
he hath done—Zut, Boy, canſt thou tell me where thy 
Maſter is to be found? 

Elch. At his Lock, Sir, at the Crooked Billet, 

Lock, Very well I have nothing more with you: 
Ex. Filch.] III go to him there, for I have many impor- 

tant Affairs to ſettle wich him; and in the way of thoſe 

Tranſactious, III artfully get into his Secret. 80 that 

Macheath ſhall nct remzin a Day longer out of my 

Cl:tches. | 


8 


ö SCENE IV. AGoting Houſe. | 

1 Macheath in,g fire tarniſl d Coat, Ben Budge, Matt 

2 of the Mint. 

if . Mach. I am ſorry, Gentlemen, the Road was ſo barren 

1 of Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, I am al- 

11 , EF] a | ; ways 
_ ®.A Cant Ward, ſig niſying a Warehouſe where ſtelen Goods an 
depeited. 0 
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ways glad that my Fortune can be ſerviceable to them. 
[Gives them Money.] You ſee, Gentlemen, I am not a mere 
Court Friend, who profetles every thing aud will do no- 


thing. 1 7 
| AIR XLIV. Lillibullero. 


The Medes of the Court ſi common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly he met ; 
Friendſbip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
'Tis true you find _ ; 
Same Friend ſo kind, 
Who vill give you good Counſel themſctues to defend, 
| In forrowful Ditiy, | ' 
7 hey promiſe, they pity, 
But fhift you for Mouey from Friend to Friend. 
But we, Gehtlemen, have ſtill Honour enough to break 
through the Corruptions of the World. — And while 1 
can ſerve you, you may command me. | 
Ben. It grieves my Heart that ſo generons a Man 
ſhould be involved in ſuch Difficulties as oblige him to 
hve with ſuch.ill Compaay, and herd with Gameſters. 
Matt. See the Partiality of Mankind !— One Man may 
ſteal a Horſe, better than another look over a Hedge, 
Of all Mechanics, of all ſervile Handicrafti-men, a 
Gameſter is the vileſt, But yet, as many of the Quality 
are of the Profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt the politeſt 
Company ; I wonder we are not more reſpected. | 
Mach. There will be deep Play to-night at Marytong, 
and conſequently Money may be pick'd upon the Road. 
Meet me there, and I'll give you a Hint who is worth 
Setting. 
| or The Fellow with a brown. Coat and a narrow 
Gold binding, I am told is never without Money. | 
„ Mach. What do you mean, Matt ?— Sure you will not 
think of meddling with him ! — He's a good honeſt kind 


of a Fellow, and one of us. 


Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelves u der your 
Direction. 

Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders. 
A Roul:au, or two, would prove a pretty fort of an Expe- 
dition. I hate Extortion. 


Matt. 
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Matt. Thoſe Rouleaus are very pretty Things— I hate 
your Bank Bills. There is ſuch a Hazard in putting them off. 
Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who in 
his Time hath nick d me of a great deal of the Ready, 
He is in my Caſh, Ben; 'll point him out to you 
this Evening, and you ſhall draw upon him for the Debt. 
The Company are met. I hear the Dice Box in the 
other Room. So, Gentlemen, your Servant. You'll 
meet me at Marybone. 


SCENE V. Pegzchum's Lock. 
A Table with Wine, B „Pipes, and Tobacco. 
Peachvm, Lock it. 

Teck. The Coronation Account, Brother Peachum, is of 
ſo intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. 
Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles, 
It is worth to our People, in Fees of different kinds, 
above ten Inſtalments This is Part of the Account, 
Brother, that lies open before us. 

Lock. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade —— that, I ſee, 
is di poſed of. | 

Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally-Woman, and ſhe 
will make a good Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to 
trick out young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping — 
Lock. But I don't ſee any Article of the Jewels. 
Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be fent 

abroad—You'll find them enter'd under the Article of Ex- 
portation,—As for the Snuff: Boxes, Watches, Swords, &c. 
Il thought it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral Heads. 
* Lock. 8 and twenty Women's Pockets compleat; 
With the ſeveral Things therein contain d; all ſeal'd, num- 

ber'd, and enter'd. e | 
Peach. Put, Brother, it is impoffible for us now to en- 
ter upon this Affair. We ſhould have the whole Day be- 
fore us,-Beſides the Account of the laſt half Year's Plate 
is in a Book by itſelf, which lies at the other Office. 

Lock. Bring us then more Liquor—To-day ſhall be for 
Pleaſure—To-morrow for Buſineſs. — Ah, Brother, thoſe 
Daughters of our's are two ſlippery Huſſie Keep a 
watchful Eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a Day or two 
ſhall be our own again, | 444 
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AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, &c. 


Lock. What Gu eons are ave Men! 
Ew'ry Woman's eafy Prey. 
Though wwe hade felt the Hook, agen 
Ve bite, and they betray. 
The Bird that hath been tra)'d, 
l hen he hears his calling Mate, 
To her he flies, again en clapt 
Within the wwiery Grate. 
Peach. Put what ſignifies catching the Bird, if your 
Daughter Lucy will ſet open the Door of the Cage ? 

Leck. If Men were to be anſwerable for the Folly and 
Frailties of their Wives and Daughters, no Frienès could 
keep a good Corre/pondence together for two Days — 
This is unkind of you, Brother; for among good Friends, 
what they ſay or do goes for nothing. 

nter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak 
with you. 

Peach. Shall we admit her, Prother Lockit ? 

Lock. By all means — She's a good Cuſtomer, and a 
fine ſpoken Woman——And a Woman who drinks and 
talks ſo freely, will enliven the Converſation. 

Peach. Deſire her to walk in. | [Exeunt Servant. 

SCENE VI. 
Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. | 

Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your Servant—One may know 
by your Kiſs, that your Gin is excellent. 

Trafes. I was always very curious in my Liquors. 

Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like i. I have been 
lorg acquainted with the Flavour of thoſe Lips 
Han't I, Mrs. Dye ? 

Trapes. Fill it up. I take as large Draughts of Liquor, 
as I did of Love I hate a Flincher in either. 


AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, Cc. 
In the Days of my Youth I could bill like a Dove, la, la, &c. 
Like a Sparrow at all I imes wwas ready for Love, fa, &c. 
The Life of all Mortals in Kiſſing ſhould paſs, 
Lip to Ap when we're young, then the Lip to the Glaſs, fa, &C. 


But now, Mr, Peachum, to our Buſineſs If you have 
' Blacks 


* 
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Blacks of any kind, brought in of late; Mantuas Velvet 
Scarfs— Petticoats Let it be what it will — I am your 
Chap; for all my Ladies are very fond of Mourning. 

Peach. Why, look'e Mrs. D;e—ycu deal fo hard with 
us, that we can afford to give the Gentlemen, who ven- 
ture their Lives for the Goods, little or nothing. 

Trafes. The hard Times oblige me to go very near in 
my Dealing.—To be ſure, of late Years I have becn a 
great Suſferer by the Parliament — Three thouſand Pounds 

would hardly make me 2mends Thc Act for dellroy- 
ing the Mint, was a ſevere Cut upon our Puſineſs 
"Till then, if a Cuſtomer went out of the Way — we Knew 
Where to have her. No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer— 
there's a Wench now (till to-day) with a good_Suit of 
Cloaths of mine upon her Back, and I could never ſet 
Eyes upon her for three Months together Since the 
AQ too againſt Impriſonment for ſmall Sums, my Loſs 
there too hath been very conſiderable, and it muſt be ſo, 
when a Lady can borrow a handſome Petticoat, or a clean 
Gown, and I have not the leaſt Hank upon ber! And o 
my Conſcience, now-a-days moſt Ladies take a Delight 
in chearfng, when they can do it with Safety. 
Peach.” Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch of 
us t'other Day for {even Guineas — Confidering we mult 
have our Profits — To a Gentleman upon the Road, a 
Gold Watch will ſcarce be worth taking. 
Trapes. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was re- 
markable, and not of very ſafe Sale If you have any 
black Velvet Scarfs they are a handſome Winter- 
wear, and take with moſt Gentlemen who deal with my 
Cuſtomers. "Tis I that put the Ladies upon a good 
Foot. "Tis not Youth nor Beauty that fixes their Price. 
The Gentlemen always pay according to their Dreſs, 
from half a Crown to two Guineas; and yet theſe Huſſics 
make nothing of bilking of me.——Then too, allowing 
for Accidents —I have eleven fine Cuſtomers now down 
under the Surgeon's Hands what with Fees and other 
Expences, there are great Goings-out, and no Coming:- 
in, and not a Farching to pay for at leaſt a Month's cloath- 
ing. We run great Riſks—great Riſks indeed, 
Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now 
..of Mrs, Coaxer, | Trapes, 
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Trapes. Yes, Sir, To be ſure I ſtript her of a Suit of my 


own Clothes about two Hours ago; and have heſt her as 
ſhe ſhould be, in her Shift, with a Lover of her's, at my 
Houſe. She call'd him up Stairs, as he was going to 
Marybone in a Hackney Coach. And J hope for her 
own ſake and mine, ſhe will perſuade the Captain to re- 
deem her, for the Captain is very generous to the Ladies. 

Lock. What Captain ? | 

Traes. He thought I did not know him An inti- 
mate Acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum — Only Cap- 
Macheath—as fine as a Lord. 

Peach. To- morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own Price upon any of the Goods you like—We have at 
leaſt half a Dozen Velvet Scarfs, and all at your Service. 
Will you give me leave to make you a Preſent of this Suit 
of Night- clothes for your own wearing? But are you ſure 
it is Captain Mile t5? 

Trapes. Though he thinks I have ſorgot him; no- body 
knows hsm better, I have taken a great deal of the Cap- 
tain's Money in my Time at ſecond hand, for he always 
lov'd to have his Ladies well dreſt. 

Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have a little Buſineſs with the 
Captain ; you underſtand me——and we will {atisfy 
you for Mrs. C:axer's Debt. 

Lock, Depend upon it—we will deal like Men of Honour. 

Trafes. I don't enquire after your Aﬀairs ſo what- 
ever happens, I waſh my Hands on't.— It hath always been 
my Maxim that one Friend may aſſiſt another. But 
if you pleaſe—I'll take one of the Scarfs home with me, 
'Tis always good to have ſomething in Hand. 


SCENE. VII. Newgate. 

Lucy. 
Lucy. Jealouſy, Rage, Love, and Fear, are at once 
tearing me to pieces. How I am weather-beaten, and 


Matter'd with diſtreſs ! 


AIR XLVII. One Evening having loſt my Way, &c, 


Tin like a Si en the Ocean tall, N 
Now high, now low, with each Billow born, 

With her Rudder broke, and ber Anchor left. 
Deſerted and all forhras | 


While 


- 
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While thus I lie rolling and taſſing all Night, 
That Polly lies ſporting en Seas if Delight ! 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 

Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs Spite. 
I have the Rats-bane ready—T run no Riſk ; for J can lay 
her Death upon the Gin, and ſo many die of that natural- 
ly that | ſhall never be call'd in queſtion —Put ſay I were 
to be hang d- never could be hang'd for any thing that 
would give me greater Com fort than the poiſoning that 


Slut. | 
| Enter Filch. 4 
. Filch. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait up- 
on you. 


Lucy. Show her in. 
SCENE VIII. 


J | Lucy, Polly. 

Lucy. Dear, Madam, your Servant — I hope you will 
pardon my Paſſion, when I was ſo happy as to ſee you laſt, 
I was ſo over-run with the Spleen, that I was per- 
fealy out of myſelf. And truly when one hath the Spleen, 
every thing is to be excus'd by a Fricnd. 


AIR XLVII. Now Roger, I'll tell thee, becauſe 
thou'rt my Son, 
When a Wift's in her Pout, 
( 45 ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt; ) 
The good Huſvand as meek as a Lamb, 
Her Y apours to fiill, 
; Firſt grants her her Will, 
And the quieting Draught is a Dram, poor Man | 
Aud the quieting Druught is a Dram. 
I wiſh all our Quartels might have ſo comfortable 
a Reconciliation, | | 
Pol. I have no Excuſe for my own Behaviour, Madam, 
but my Misfortunes And really, Madam, I ſuffer too 
upon your Account. 
Lacy. But, Miſs Polly——in the way of Friendſhip will 
you give me leave to propoſe a Gla's of Cordial to you ? 
Pol. Strong Waters are apt to give me the Head-ach 
I hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 


1 Led. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have 


better 
1 


ſt. 


1 
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better in her Cloſet, for her own private drinking. — Vos 


% 


ſeem mighty low in Spirits, my dear. 

Pol. 1 am ſorry, Madam, my Health will not allow me 
to accept of your Offer I ſhould rot have left you in 
the rude manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not 
my Papa haul'd me away fo vnexpectediy — [ was indeed 
ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome Expreſũ- 
ons that were diſreſpedſul. But really, Madam, the Cap- 
tain treated me with ſo much Contempt and Cruel:y, that 
I deſerved your Pity, rather than your Reſentment. 

Lucy. But fince his Eſcape, no doubt all Matters are 
made up again. Ah Polly! Polly ! "tis Jam the un. 
fortunate Wife ; and he loves you as if you were only his 


| Miſtreſs. 


Fol. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as to 
be the Object of jour Jealouſy—A Man is always afraid - 
a Woman who loves him too well ſo that I muſt e 
pect to be neglected and avoided. 

Lucy. Then our Cates, my dear Polly, are exaQlly alike. 
Both of us indeed have beer. t o fond. 

AIR XLIX. O Beſly Bell, Wc. 

Polly. 4 Curſe attends that Woman's Lage, 

Who alævays r ould be pleaſing. 
Lucy. The Pertnefs of the billing Dove, 
| Like tickling, is but teaZing. 

Pully. I hat then in Lowe Can IF: men Fs O 

Lucy. AUT ave grow fond they ſour us. 

Polly. And when we . them, they purſue; 

Lucy. But leave us at hen they've avon us. 

Love is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, that it is impoſ- 
fible to be laſting, —But my Heart is particular, and con- 
tradicts my own 1 Obſervation. 

Pc]. But really, Miſs Lucy, by his laſt Behavicur 1 
think I ought to envy you. When I was forc'd from 
him he did not ſhew the leaſt Tenderneſs—But perhaps he 
bath a Heart not capable of it. 

AIR L. Would Fate to me Belinda give. 
Among the Men Cequets aue find, 
Who court by Turns all Woman-hind ;; 
And ave grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
hben they are flatter d, and admir'd. 
The Coquets of both Sexes are Self- lovers, and that is a 
E Love 


— — 
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Love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my dear 
Lucy, our Huſband is one of thoſe. | 
Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy Reflections, in- 
deed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a Cup too low. — 
Let me prevail on you to accept of my Offer, 
AIR LI. Come ſweet Laſs. 
Come, feveet Loſs, 
Let's baniſh Sorrow 
"Till To-morriw ; 
Come, favect Laſs, 
Let's take a chirfing Glaſs, 
Wine can cltar | 
The Vapours of Neſþair ; 
Aud make us light as Air; | 
"Ig 7 hen drink and baniſh Care. 
T can't bear, Child, to ſee you in ſuch low Spirit And 
I muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you good —— 
J ſhall now ſoon be, even with the hypocritical Strumpet. 


[ 4/ide. 
SCENE IX. | 

Pol. All this Wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing. 
At this Time too! when I know ſhe hates me — the 
Diſſembling of a Woman is always the Forerunner of Miſ- 
chief. By pouring ſtrong Waters down my Throat, 
ſhe thinks to pump ſome Secrets out of me. I'll be up- 
on my Guard, and won't taſte a Drop of her Liquor, I'm 

rclolv'd. | 


SCENE X. Lucy, with frong Liquors, Polly. 
Lucy. Come, Miſs Polly. 
Pol. Indeed, Child, you have given yourſelf trouble to 
no purpoſe. You muſt, my Dear, excuſe me. | 
ucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamiſhly affeQ- 
ed about taking a * of ſtrong Waters as a Lady before 
Company. I vow, Polly, I ſhail take it monſtruouſly ill if 
you refuſe me.—Brandy and Men (though Women love 
them never ſo well) are always taken by us with ſome Re- 
luctance—unleſs tis in private. 
Pol.] proteſt, Madam, it goes againſt me. — What 
do I ſee! Macheath again in Cuſtody ! —— Now every 


__ is loſt. 


glimm'ring of Hap 
| [Drops the Glaſi of Liguor upon the Ground. 


# cy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the Wench hath 
£5] 225 anne eſcap'd: 


py. 
L 
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eſcap'd : for by this Event, tis plain, ſhe was not happy 


enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd. 


SCENE XI. 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 

L2ck. Set your Heart to reſt, Captain You have nei- 
ther the Chance of Love or Money for another Eſcape, — 
for e are ordered to be call'd down upon your Trial im- 
mediately. 

Peach. Away, Huſſies! — Thb is not a Time for a Man 
to be hamper'd with his Wives. — You ſee the Gentleman 
is in Chains already. 

Lucy. O Huiband, Huſband, my -Heart long'd to fee 
thee ; but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me 

Pol. Will not my dear Huſband look upon his Polly ? 
Why hadſt thou not flown to me for Protection? with mg 
them hadſt been ſafe. 


AIR LU. The laſt Time I went o'er the Moor, 


Polly. 
. Think with that Look thy Polly dies, 


. 'Tis Polly ſues. 


Hither, dear Huſband, turn your Eyes. 


Be/tow one Glance to chear me. 


O gun me not, but hear me. 


"Tis Lucy eat. 


f. I thus true Love requited ? 
y. My Heart is burſting. 


y. Mut I 


Mine too breags. 


Mut I be flighted ? 
What would you have me ſay, Ladies ? — You 


| fee this Affair will ſoon be at an End, without my diſ- 


obliging either of you. 
Peach. But the ſettling this Point, Captain, might pres 
vent a Law. ſuit between your two Widows. 
AIR LIII. Tom Tinker's my true Love. 
Mach. Which way ſhall I turn me—Heoxw can I decide? 
Wires, the Day of car Death, are as fond as a Bride. 
One Wife is los much for one Huſband to hear, 
But two at a Time there's no Mortal can bear. 
This way, and that var, and which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, t at her Wife would take ill. 
Pol. But if his own Misfortunes have made him iaſenfible 
to mine—A Father ſure will be more compaſſi onate—Dear , 
E 3 dear 


WC - . 


—_ 1 
* r Dre 


& : 
2 * Z — A. I 


: mY 
— og 
* . 


— = 3 — 


- * 


T — — goody, Ao DOS 


< 5, > IR — " ** 1 


. -—— 
= 


"—— _— — 


2 
* * 


= <—_— 
* 
4 


32 TuE Brocan OPERA. ; | 


dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, and bring him off a 
his Trial. Polly upon her Knees begs it of you. 
AIR LIV. I am a poor Shepherd undone. 
When my Hero in Court appears, 
And lands arraign'd for his Lift ; 
Then think of poor Polly's Tears; 
For ah ! pour Polly's his Wife. 
Like the Sailor he holds up his Hand, 
* Diſreft on the daſhing Wave. 
To die a dry Death at Land, 
1; as bad as a wat'ry Grave. 
Ard alas, poor Polly ! 
Alack, and well-a-day, 
Before I was in hve, 


Oh ! every Month was May. 


Lucy. If Peachum's Heart is harden'd ; ſure you, Sir, 


will have more Compaſſion on a Daughter] know 
the Evidence is in Power. — How then can you be a 
a Tyrant to me ? [ Kneeling, 
AIR LV. Janthe the lovely, &c. 
When he holds up his Hand, arraign'd for his Life, 
O think of your Daughter, and think I'm his Wife ! 
What are Cannons, or Bombs, or claſhing of Swords ? 
For Death is more certain by Witneſſes Words. 
Then nail up their Lips ; that dread Thunder allay ; 
And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May. 
Lock. Macheath's Time is come, Lucy We know 


our own Affairs, therefore let us have no more Whimper- 


ing or Whining. . | 
| AIR LVI. A Cobler, &c. 
Ourſelves, like the Great, to ſecure a Retreat 
M ben Matters require it, muſt give up the Gang ; 
And good Reaſon why, 
Or inſtead of the Fry, 
E' Peachum and J. 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, hang, 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang. 
Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, Polly. 
band is to die to-day. Therefore if you are not al 
ready provided, 'tis high 'Time to look about for another. 
There's Comfort for you, you Slut. 
Tock, We are ready, Sir, io conduct you to the O/4-Baily. 


Your Huſ- 


, AIR. 
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AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee. 
Mach. The Charge is prepar'd, the Lawyers are met, 
Toe Judges all rang d (a terrible Show | ) 
J go, und:ſmayed, Vor Death is a Debt, 
A Debt on Demand, —fo take what I cave. 
Then farexel, my Love, - dear Charmers adiet, 
Conten'ed | die, "tis the better for yer. 
Here ends all Diſputes the reſt of our Lives, 
For thi; æray, at once, I fleafe all my Miæes. 
Now, Gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 
SCENE XII, Lucy, Polly, Filch. 

Pol. Follow them, Filch, to the Court; and when the 
Trial is over, bring me a particular Account of his Bcha - 
viour, and of every thing that happen'd — You'll find me 
here with Miſs Lucy. [Ex. Filch. ] but why all this Mufick ? 

Lucy. The Priſoners, whoſe Trials are put off till next 
Seflion, are diverting themſelves. 

Pol. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as Muſick ! I'm 
fond of it to DiftraQion ! But alas ! now, all Mirth 
ſeems an Inſult upon my Affliction. Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge our Sorrows.— The noiſy Crew, 
you ſee, are coming upon us. [Excunt, 

A Dance of Priſoners in Chains. 
SCENE XII. The condemn'd Hold. 
Macheath in a melancholly Poſture. 

AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 

O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe, 
Muſt I ſuffer this Diſgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of all the Girls that look ſo ſmart. 


Of all the Friends in Time of Grief, 

When threat"ning Grief locks grimmer, 

Not one ſo ſure can bring Relief, 

As this beſt Friend a Brimmer. [Drinks 

AIR LX. Britons ſtrike home. 
Since I muſt ſwing, —l ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or whine. [Riſes 
AIR LXI. Chevey Chace. 
But nato again my Spirits fink ; | - 
Pl raiſe them high avitb Wine. [Drinks a Glaſs of Wine, 
AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon the King. 
But Vahur the flronger grows, 


The ftronger Liquor æbe re drinking, 


Hind 
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And how can ce feel our Woes, ö 
When abe ve liſi the Trouble of Thinking. [Drinks. | 
AIR LXIII. Joy to great Cz/ar. 
If thu a Man can die 
Much bolder auith Brandy. [Pours out a Bumper of Brandy. 


AIR LXIV. There was an old Woman. 
Se drink off this Bumper — Ang now I can fland the Teſ, 
And my Comrades ſhall ſee that I die as brave as the befl. = 
. [Drinks. 
AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor. 
But can I lea ve my pretty Huſſies, 
Without one Tear or tender Sigh ? 


AIR LXVI. Why are mine Eyes ſtill flowing. 
Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes 
Recal my Love——— Ah muft I dic 


AIR LXVII. Green Sleeves. 
Since Laws were made for every Degree, 
To curb Vice in orhers, as avell as in , 
T wonder wwe han't better Company, 
Upen Tyburn Tree |! x7 
But Gold from Law can take out the Sting z 
Aud if rich Men, like us, avere to ſwing, 
"Tawould thin the Land, ſuch Numbers to firing 
| Upon” Tyburn Tree | 
Jailor. Some Friends of yours, Captain, deſire to bs 
admitted ! leave you together. 
SCEN XIV. 


Macheath, Ben Budge, Mat of the Mint. ] 
Mach, For my having broke Priſon, you fee, Gentle- ] 
men, I am order'd — * Execution. — The Sheriffs ] 
Officers, I believe are now at the Door —— That 7 — 
Twitcher ſhould peach me I own ſurpriz d me Tis 
a plain Proof that the World is all alike, and that even 1 
our Gang can no more truſt one another than other People. 
Therefore, I beg you, Gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, ] 
for in all Probability you may live ſome Months longer. 
Matt. We are heartily ſorry, Captain, for your Miſ- 
fortune. But 'tis what we muſt all come to. 1 
Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know are infamous 
Scoundrels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, as N 
your's are in their. Remember your dying Fr _ d I 
: | — 13 


\ 
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"Tis my laſt Requeſt.— Bring thoſe Villains to the Gal- 
lows before you go, and I'm ſatisfied. | 

Matt. We'll do't. 

Fail Miſs Polly and Miſs Lucy intreat.a Word with you. 

Mach. Gentlemen, adieu. | 

SCENE XV. Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 

Mach. My dear Lucy — My dear Polly — Whatſoeves 
hath paſs'd between us is now at an End.—If you are fond 
of marrying again, the beſt Advice I can give you, is to 
ſlip yourſelves off for the Weſt-Indies, where you'll have 
a fair Chance of getting a Huſband apiece; or by good 
Luck, two or three, as you like beſt. 

Pol. How can I ſupport this Sight? 

Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great 
Man in diſtreſs. 


AIR LXVIII. All you that muſt take a Leap, Ce. 
Lucy. Would I might be hang d 


Polly. - And I would ſo too 
Lucy. To be hang'd with you. 
Polly. — ——My dear, with yo. 


Mach. O leave me to Thought! I fear! I doubt! 


T tremble | I drop! See my Courage is out. 
[Turns up the empty Bottlay 
Polly. No Token of Love ? 


Mach, —— See my Courage is out. 
[Turns up the empty Pot 
Lucy. No Token of Lowe ? 
Polly. = — Adieu. 
Lucy. Farewel, 


Mach. But hark ! I hear the Toll of the Bell. 
Chorus. Tol de rol lol, &c. 
Jailor. Four Women more, Captain, with a Child a- 
Piece ! See here they come. [ Enter Women and Children. 
Mach. What — four Wives more — This is too much 
Here, tell the Sheriff 's Officers I am ready. | 
Exit Macheath guarded. 
SCENE XV 
To them, Enter Player and Beggar. 
Play. But, honeſt Friend, I — 4 you don't intend that 
Macheath ſhall be really executed. 
Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir. — To make the Piece perfect, 
I was for doing ſtrit poctical Juſtice, Macheath is to be 
| | hang'd ; 
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hang'd ; and for the other Perſonages of the Drama, the 
Audience muſt have ſuppos'd they were all either hang'd 
cr tranſported. h 

Play. Why then, Friend, this is a down-right deep 
Tragedy. The Catallrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for an 
Opera muſt end happily. | | 
Beg. Your Objection, Sir, is very juſt ; and is eaſily re- 
mov'd. For you muſt allow, that in this kind of Drama tis 
no matter how abſurdly Things are brought about—So— 
Rabble—there run and cry a Reprieve ! — let the Priſoner 


be brought back to his Wives in Triumph. 


Play. All this we muſt do, to comply with the Taſte of 
the Town. | 

Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obſerve ſuch 
a Similitude of Manners in high and low Life, that it is 
difficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable Vices) 
the fine Gentlemen imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or 
the Gentlemen of the Road the fine Gentlemen. Had the 


Play remained, as J at firſt intended, it would have car- 


ried a moſt excellent Moral. Twould have fhewn that 


the lower ſort of People have their Vices in a Degree ad 


well as the Rich: And that they are puniſh'd for them. 
SCENE XVII. Teo them Macheath with Rabble, &c. 
Mach. So, it ſeems, I am not leſt to my Choice, but 
mult have a Wite at laſt — Look ye, my Dears, we will 
have no Controverſy now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, 
and I am ſure ſhe that thinks herſelt my Wife will teſtify 
her Joy by a Dance. : | 
Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to preſent 
a Partner to each of you. And (if I may without Offence) 
for this Time I take Polly for mine — And for Life you 
Slut, for we were fairly married — As for the reſt. — But 


at preſent keep your own Secret. Io Polly. 


A DAN CE. . 


AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, Cc. 
* Thus I fand, like the Turk, with his Doxies around; 
From all Sides their Glances his Paſffon confound ; 
For Black, Brown and Fair, his Inconſlancy burss, 
And the different Beauties ſubdue lim hy Turns 
Each calls forth her Charms to provoke his Deſires : 
Though willing to all, <with but ons be retires, 


„ #5 2» 
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But think of this Maxim, and put off yeur Sorrow, 
The Wretch of to- day may be ha{py to-morrow. 
Chorus. But think of this Maxim, &C. FINI 5. 


4 TABLE Y te SONGS. 


1. 


| AIR 1 Through all the Employments of Life. Page 4 
| | 2 Tis Woman that ſeduces all Mankind. 5 
7 
8 


3 If any Wenck Venus' Girdle wear. 
4 If Love the Virgin's Heart invade. 
5 A Maid is like the golden Ore. 


f 6 Virgins are like the fair Flower in its Luſtre. 11 
7 Our Polly is a {ad Slut, &c. ib, 
b 8 Can Love be controul'd by Advice ? 13 
* „ 90 Polly you might have toy'd and kiſs d. ib, 
) 10 J, like a Ship, in Storms was toſt. — 14 
* 11 & Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir. — 
a 12 Oh, or well ! be not ſevere. — 17 
2 13 The Turtle thus with plaintive crying ib. 
14 Pretty Polly, ſay, 18 
at 
" 15 My Heart was ſo free. — 19 
16 Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt. — z. 
. 17 O what Pain it is to part. — 20 
as 48 The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees. — t, 
TY i =} Bb: 
ch, 19 Fill ev'ry Glaſs, for Wine inſpires us. — 22 
i 120 Let us take the Road. — — 23 
21 If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with cares ——6. 
ent - 22 Vouth's the Seaſon made for Joys. — 25 
ce) 23 Before the Barn-door crowing. — 286 
ou 24 The Gameſters and Lawyers are Jugglers alike 27 
But 25 At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Plea, — 28 
ly. 26 Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun. 29 


27 Thus when a good Houſewife ſees a Rat —— 30 
28 How cruel are the Traitors. 


23909 The firſt Time at the Looking-glals. ——- 32 
30 When you cenſure the Age. —— 9% 
31 Is then his Fate decreed, Sir ? — ——44 
32 You'll think ere many Days enſue. — 76. 
33 If you at an Office ſollicit your Due. 8 5 
34 Thus when the Swallow ſecking Prey, ——— 15. 

4 35 Vow 


AIR 35 How happy could I be with either 


4 TABLE # tie SONGS. 
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36 I'm bubbled. 
37 Ceaſe your Funning. | 37 
38 Why, how now, Madam Flirt. 38 
39 No Power on Earth can e'er divide. —— 3. 


40 1 like the Fox ſhall grieve. — 39 
CT Hs. 
41 When young at the Bar you firſt taught me, e, & c. 1 


42 My Love is all Madneſs and Folly. — 
43 Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip, Cc. 2 
44 The Modes of the Court ſo common are grown 4 3 


45 What Gudgeons are we Men! 
46. In the Days of my Youth I could bill, &c. — 


47 I'm like a Skiff on the Ocean toſt. 
48. When a Wife's in her Pout, — = 48 


49 A Curſe attends that Woman's Love 
' 56 Among the Men Coquets we find —A- . 
51 Come, ſweet Laſs — *50 
52 Hither, dear Huſband, turn your I yes 51 
53 Which Way ſhall I turn me? 5 
by 


54 When my Hero in Court appears 
"55 When he holds up his Hand, arrajgn'd for, De. ih. 


36 Ourſelves, like the Great, to ſecure a Retreat 30. 
57 The Charge i is prepar'd ; ; the Lawyers are met Hl 


8 O cruel, cruel, cruel Daſs. 8 3 is 
g Ofall the F riends in Time of Grief. i. 
50 Since I muſt ſwing ] ſcorn, I ſcorn, &c, — 46. 
61 But now again my Spirits fink ; — 25. 
62 But Valour the ſtronger grows — ib. 
63 If thus a Man can die. — 54 
64 80 J drink off this Bumper, Oc. — 3. 
65 But can I leave my pretty Huſſies. _ — 
ib. 


66 Their Eyes, their — * their Buſſes. 
67 Since Laws were made ſor ev'ry — — 15. 


68 Would I might be hang d- 55 
69 Thus I ſtand, like the Tur, with his Doxies N 
around 
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